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PREFACi:. 

Tbii fittb Tolome i» eonfidentlj offeredf to th» 
idSlic, as ■applyiqg a defideratam^ whieh has long, 
zisted. It amlMraoes in a conyenieiit compass, so me 
f the most popular fugitive pieces, by Americaa 
rriters. Our poetry is, as yet, aln^t entirely lyria 

I its character. . Barlow's Colnmbiad is an excepti9ny 
nt that work, though not oontemptibte, is dieficient in 

II the properties of « great po|em. ^o one, in these 
ays, would think of quoting it as a production hon- 
rable to our infant literature. The lumbering epio 
f Dr Dwight, though marked with passages of 
eauty, is yet littl^ better than dull prose, measured 
AT into indifferent pentameters. An obruU ohlivio is 
(ready its doom. There have been other long-wind^ 
1 attempts in verse, claiming the title of epieSi which 
is now the part of humanity Jkp forget. Our poeti- 
il history cannot be traced back with much credit to 
irselves, beyond the last war. Since that pm>d, 
w of our poets have attempted to soar beyond the 
'ric in their efforts. 

The ** fiucaneei'! ef Dana, and the << Curiosity '' 
r Sprague, are work%. which will be honorably xe- 



■initMud wbil* AmwieaB IHentnn nrriTei. 
Saek't "AInwiA Ctitle" ii-decidedl/ one 
aatt vMtod pMDUt of Ura kin4 in ths Ian 
Bat oar n««t ptominnf poeta, — tfaoM who bt. 
■mn OtB mMt ueqniTood prooli tiwt Itiej j 
"tbBTui^mndtha&coltj'diTiBe'' — Beein U 
■w t i w li il Ih aBMBlwp irfUi. nm pi two«ibi 
•«f thMTitMBftfa, Mid to b*«e qDitt«al the uen 
«bowin£af ^lifttlie^ua oapable; they Kem ti 
il * fmBtlil 1w li>T« '« gJMit'* ibmgib," bn 
Aaf ■•4Upc«itiaata''aMllIike«^MM." 

Ht*&0t^thit ibe elBMi^W deficiei 
««kparpMk^,'uiNll-u>a«tliM deputm 
UlMtan^anta ba loM^ftr,«crt ib any ima 
want of the ontwsid eleiaeDtl of iar^ntjon 
the inward afinpnthiei tbut Ael and appreciat 
and the genioB which pm to Obdi expKia 
hot in tbecircunutanoeibyWhtd^^eara iOn 
ed and under which ve giow up, and In tbe ( 
neoeuitj, bj which we are im^Btd to actio: 
man/ oppottunitieg of hanoiiUe entBrpriae ar 
aenwd to our joung men, and »9eh ue the dii 
pTOf peats held out to them, Ihattkj-oftenloaa 
eicitement of politica or the btwtb of trade, 
poetic upiretione, which thef nMf at one tinu 
-cherahed. Id thii new cddqI^, irhen the to 
-iriahieiourcBi of nitore aodofaittra dailj 
iJeTetoped, — 
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PRKTACIU 9 

leifBiilii».'* A new railroftd maj inttrlim witbtlM 
pfogre n of a new poem, and the turmoil of an eleo- 
tioii maj not chime with the melodj of yenOb A 
good poet in this conntry often subeidea into a aeeond 
nta politician ; or he may tnm hia attention from the 
ipecoiationa of fancy to speculations in stocks. One 
sf oar most enchanting bards is in the <' cotton trade 
and angar line ;" another is acashier in a Bank ; and 
aBBiher (prob pndor !) i» a partisan editor. 

It would he libenrd to deny that all the sources ef 
ivpiration, and all the eztemri infloenees which 
oaa operate upon a poet abound in unlimited ezube- 
iiace in this country. Nature has been most lavish 
af her wonders. Our ancient and magnificent for* 
ista, in one of which, to borrow an idea fh>m John 
Real, a whole nation of Europe might k»se itself — 
oar inland oceans, where tieets might wander and 
hire wandeted for weeks without coming in sight 
of each other — our mountains bristling with darii 
woods— our stupendous cataracts, our immense pra- 
lies rolling their wa^es of rerdnre as the sea rolls its 
Unows, and bounded like the sea on all aidea by a 
ierel horixon, our princely and abounding rivers, our 
ttne of sea-coast indented with noble bays, snUime 
in storm and beantiful in calm — all these natural 
sbaraoteristics cannot be regarded as deficient in the 
ilements of the loftiest poetry. 

The collection of poems here ofiTered to the public 
baa no higher pretension than that of being simply 
I iipooimen of the lyrical poetry of our eonntry. 

1* 



S6 TASFACfi. 

JMany inoh Tolttmes would not contain half of th« 
American produotioni in verse, which are worthy ci 
•bein|r embraced in such a collection. Should the 
present volume be received wkh favor, a second 
will be usued, which may in a measure supply iti 
^deficiencies. 

In gUmcing over somo/of this names to the list of 
liieees in the index, we are impressed with the mourn- 
ful consideration, that many of our poets, who gaTO 
-ample promise of future ezoellenee, have been pre* 
inaturely withdrawn from ^mong us by Death. The 
tenderness, the pathos and beauty of some of Brai* 
>Bird*B verse, prove that he was a poet of the finest 
mould. There are two or three little lyrics by. 
Pincfcney, which are remarkable for their delicacy 
wid elegance of thought Drake was a poet of no 
oiean order, and we a^e glad to perceive that a col- 
lection of his works has recently been publisiied by 
Dearborn, of New Tock. Miller and Rockwell de« 
Mrve to be freshly remembered^ These votaries of 
■tong passed away to " ihe land of silence" before 
they had attained ^eir prime. There are many, 
however, still left among us, who abo *^ were in Ar- 
cadia born." We trust that they have not wholly 
forsaken the pursuit, which claimed their early affec- 
tions, lliankless as that pursuit may be in this util- 
itarian age, and unaccompanied by pecuniary profit 
«r emolument, it has yet rewards, which the world's 
WMlth cannot purchase. 

<<Bls«io|i bs on dran, «Bi Munal pndie — 
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POETRY. 

Bt JAMES e. PERCITAXk 

: world is ftill of Poetfy— th6 air ' 
vJDg with its spirit ; and the Wayes 
ce to the music of its melodies, 
sparkle in its brightness. Earth is reiled 
. mantled with its beauty; and the waOs^ 
t close the universe widi crystal in, '^ 

eloquent with voices, that proclaim 
unseen glories of immensity, 
AiTOonies, too perfect, and too hig^ 
aught but beings of celestial mduld, 
speak to man in one eternal fa3rmn 
tding beauty, and unyielding power. 

year leads round die seasons, in a choir 
ever charming, and for eVer new ; 
iding the grand, the beautiful, the -gay, 
mournful, and the tender, in one straiti, 
ch steals into the heart, like sounds, that rise 
off, in moonlight evenings^ oh the shore 
16 vnde ocean resting after storms ; 
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14 POETKr. 

Or tones, that wind around the vaulted roofj 
And pointed arches, and retiring aisles 
Of Sonne old, lonely- minster^ where the hand 
Skilful, and nooved,^ with passionate We of art^ 
Plays o*er the higher keys, and bears aloft 
The peal of bursting thunder, and then calls 
By mellow touches, from the softer tubes, 
Voices of melting tenderness, that blend 
With pure and gentle musings, tEl the soul, 
Conmiingling with the melody, is bome^ 
Rapt, and dissolved in ecstasy, to Heaven. 

T i» not the chime and ftpw of words, that movt 

In measured file, and metrical array ; 

Tis not the union of returning sounds, 

Nor all the pleasing artifice of rhyme, 

And quantity, and accent, that can give 

This all pervBcting spirit to the ear, 

Or blend it with the movings of the souL 

T is a mystenous feeling, which eombihes 

Man with the world around him, in a chain 

Woven of flowers, and dipped in sweetnen, tiff 

He taatep the high communion of his thoughti. 

With all existences, in earth and heaven, 

Tliat meet him in the charm of grace and powar. 

rr is not the noisy babbler, who displays, 

In studied phrase, and ornate epithet. 

And rounded period, poor and vapid thoughts. 

Which peep fixun out the cumbrous omamenti 

That overload their littleness. Its words. 



THE AMERICAN FLAG. 15 

B few, but deep and solemn ; and they break 
Bsh fit>m the fount of feeling, and are fbll 
aH that pesdon, which, on Cannel, fired 
« holy prophet, when his fips were coals, 
s language winged i/nth terror, as when bete 
ap fix>m Uie brooding tempest, armed with wrath| 
mmissioBed to alight us^ and destroy* 



TH£ AMERICAN FLAjO. 

BT J. R. DRAKX. 

WnEs Freedom fit>m her mountain hei|^ 
Oofbried her standard to the air. 
She tore the azure robe of night, 
And set the stars of glory there I 
8hB mingled with its gorgeous dyes 
The milky baldric of the skies. 
And striped its pure, eelesdal white 
With Btreakings of the morning light ; 
Then firom his raan^ion in the sun, 
She called her eagle bearer down, 
And gaye into his mighty hand 
The symbol of her chosen land i 



ie monarch of the doudl 
Who realist aloft thy regal form, 
To hear the tempest trumping loud. 
And see the lightning-lances driven, 
IVhen stride the warriors of the storm, 



'ii 
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16 THE AMERIOAK FLAG, 

And rolls the thunder-drum ofheaven f 
Child of the sun ! to thee 'lis given 
To guard the banner of the free, 
To hover in the sulpjbur snioke. 
To ward away the battle-stroke,. 
And bid its blendings shine a&r, 
Like rainbows on the cloud of war,. * 
The harbinger of victory f 



Flag of the br^ve! Thy folds shall fly. 

The sign of hope and triumph high ! 

When speaks the signal trumpet-tone^ 

And the long line ^omes gleammg on, 

(Ere yet the life-blood, waiiti and wet. 

Has dimmed the glt^eiiing bayonet,) 

Each soldier's eye shall brightly turn 

To where thy meteor fortes bum, 

And, as his springing steps advance. 

Catch war and vengeance from the glance 

And 'When the cahnon-moiithiYigs loud. 

Heave in wild wreaths the battle-shroud^ 

j 4 And gory sabres rise and fall, 

' } Like shoots of flame on midnight's pall, — 

[ There shall thy victor glances glow, 

And cowering foes shall sink beneath 

Each gallant arm that strikes below 

That lovely messenger of death! 

.1 
t 
Flag of the seas! on oceanli wave, 

Tbf fltars thall glitter o'er the brave^ 






60KG OF MARIOITS MEN. 17 

>Vhen death, oareering on the gale, 
Sweeps dar^y round the bellied sail, 
And frighted waves rush Wildly back 
Befere tibe broadside's reeling rack, — 
The dying wanderer of the sea 
BhaU look, at once, to heavenand thee, 
And smile to see thy splendors fly, 
In triumi^ o'er his closing ey^ 

Flag of the free heart's only home ! 

By angel hands to valour given, — 

Thy stars have lit the welkin dome. 

And all thy hues were bom in heaven ! 

Forever float that i^tandard sheet I 

Where breathes the ^ that stands before us? 

With Freedom's soil beneath our feet, 

And freedom's banner streaming o'er us ! 



•iap«mm4him«v« 



SONG OF MARION'S M|1N, • 

BT WM. CULIiXir. B&TAlfT. 

Our band is few, but true and tried, 

Our leader frank aiid bold ; 
The BrUaiAi soldier trembles 

When Marion's name is told. 
Our fortress is the good green wood, 

Our tent the cypress tree ; ' • 
We know the forest round us, 

As seamen know the sea. 

2* 
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18 8090 OP MARIOKV ll£5. 

We know its wallt of thorny yhiM^ 

Its glades of reedy graas^ 
Its safe and silent islands 

Within tlie dazit morass* 

I * 

Wo to the Englisl]^ soldiery 

That little dread us near! 
On them shall H^t at midnight^ 

A strange and sudden fear: 
When waking to their tents on fire 

They gr»^ their arms in Tain, 
And they ndio stand to fiiee us 

Are beat to earth again ; 
And they who fly in terror, deem 

A mighty host behind, 
And hear the tramp of thousands 

Upon the hollow wind* 

Then sweet the honr^hftt brings release 

From danger and:9om toil : 
W*e talk the battle oter^ 

And share the battle's qioO. 
The woodland rings with laugh and shout, 

As if a hunt were up, 
And woodland flowers are gathered 

To crown the soldier's cup. 
With meny songs we mock the wind 

That in the pine-top griereii 
And slumber long ami mfs^s 
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Well knows the &ir and friendly moon 

The band ihfiX Marion leaflA— 
The glitter of their rides, 

The scampering of their steeds* 

* T is life our fiery bar^MB to guide 

Across the moonlight plains^ 

* T is life to feel the night wind 

That lifls their tOssing manes. 
A moment in the British camp-^ 

A moment-Hind away 
Back to the pathless forest, 

Before the peep of day. 

Grave men there ar^ by broad Santee, 

Grave .men with hoary haics. 
Their hearts are all with Mari9n, 

For Marion are their prayers. 
And loveliest ladies greet our band, 

With kindliest weffRoming, 
With smites liko tboj||H»f Btmmior, 

And tears like thois^' of spring* 
For them we wear these trusty aimn^ 

And lay them down no more 
Till we have driven the Briton, 

Forever, fix)m our shore* 



I 



tH' ▲ POETS OAUOHTEE. 

A POETS DAUGHTER. 

BT F. e. BAL^iECK. 
Written for Min •**, at IIm raqoett of litr fttber. 

* A LADT asks tiie minstrePs rhyme.' 
A lady asks? There was a time 
When, musical as play-bellft' ehime 

To wearied boy, 
That sound would summon dreams sublime 

Of pride and joy. 

But now the i^lliiath lost its sway, 
Life's fi]M-b6m &ncies first decay, 
Gone are the plumes and pennons gay 

Of young romance ; 
There linger but bier -nlins gray 

And broken lance. 

' This is no worid,''"8J!||||MBpur said, 
For * tilting lips ' uid ' manunets ' made^ 
No longvir in lovie's myrde sfasde 

My thoughts reeline— 
I'm busy in the cotton trade,. 

And sugar line. 

*'T is youth, 't is beauty asks-the jmn 
And growing leaves of seventeen ' 
Are round her ; and, half hid, half seen, 
A violet ik>W&t I 



A POETS D^UttHTSB. SI 

Nursed by die yirtues she hadi been 
From childhood's hour.' 

Blind passion's picture — ^yet fbr thfti 
We woo the life-long bridal kiss, 
And blend our every hope of bUas 

With her*s we love ; 
Bier's — ^who admired a serpent^ hiss 

In Eden's grove ! 

Beauty — ^the fading rainbow*^ pride, 
Youth — ^'t was the charm of her who died 
At dawn, and, by her coflhft side, 

A grandsire stands ; * 

Age-strengthened, like the oak, storth-tried^- 

Of mountain lands. 

Youth's coffin— hush the tale it tells! 
Be silent, memory's IM^ bells ! 
Lone m my heart, her fibme, it dweUs, 

Untold tUl death, 
And where the grftve-mound greenly sWelb 

O'er buried fiuth. , 

* But she who asks has rank and power. 
And treasured gold, and bannered tower, 
A kingdom for her marriage dower. 

Broad seas and lands ; 
Annies her train, a throne her.bower^ 
A queen (conunands ! * 



td A Buint iHin or piftE 

Satire may 1ft Jtti bearded latice, » 
Forestalling Time^i skyw moving scytb^ 

And, scattered on tky litde fieklt 
Disjointed bards may writbe. 

Percbance a tisiou of the pH^tf 
Some grizzled spectre, gaupt and tbiiii 

Or sbeeted eo^rpse may stalk ^atong, 
Or skeleton may grin ! 

# 

If it should be in pensive hour, • 
Some sorrow moving theme I try^ 

Ah maiden, how thy tears will iall, 
For all I doom to die ! 

But if in merry mood I touch< 

Thy leaveii then shffll the (tight of thee 
Sow smiles ap.thick oi^ joey lips, . 

As ripples <m the 



The Weekly press shall gladly stoop 
To bind thee up among its-dieaveB; 

The Daily steal thy shinidg ore^ 
To gild its leaden leaves. 

Thou bast no tongue, yet thou canst apeak, 
Till distant shores shall hear the sound; 
Thou hast no life, yet thou canst breathe 
Freah hfii on all around. 
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Thou art the arena of the 

The noiseless battle-ground of feme, 
The sky where halos may be wreathed 

Around the humblest name. _ 



HYMN OF THE MORAVIAN NUNB. 

AT THK COfrSKCIUTIOlf OF PCLAIXl'* BAIflTXK. 

BY H. W. LOirOFCLLOW. 

The Standard of Count Pnla^ki, ibe hoble Pole who fell fai the 
tack upon Savannab, during ihe American revolution, waA of 
imeon silk, embroidered ^ (^ Mora;vian Nnna of Bethlebem 
Pennaylvania.j 

' When the dymg flame of day 

Through the chancel shot its ray, 

Far the glimmering tapers shed 

Faint light on the cowled head, 

And the censer burning swung. 

Where before the altar hung, 

That proud banner which, with prayer, 

Had been consecrated there. 
And the nun's sweet hymn was heard the while 
Sung low in the'dim mysterious aisle. 

Take thy banner ! — ^may it wave 
Proudly o'er the good and brave, 
Wlien the liattle's distant wail 
Breaks the Sabbath of our vale. 
When the clarion's music thrills 
To the hearts of these lone hills, 

3 
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When Ae afmr in conflict shakes, 
And the strong lance shiyering breaks. 

Take thj banner ! — and beneath 
The war cloud's encircling wreath, 
Guard it till our homes are free- 
Guard it — God wiU prosper thee ! 
In the daric and trying hour, 
In the breaking ^rth of power, 
In the rush of steeds and men. 
His right hand will shield thee then. 

Take thy banner !— but when uii^t 

Closes round the ghastly fight. 

If the vanquished warrior bow. 

Spare him ! — by our holy vow. 

By our prayers and many tears. 

By the mercy ^at endears. 

Spare him — ^he our love hath shared*-* 

Spare him — as thou would'st be spared. 

Take thy banner ! — and if eW 
Thou should'st press the soldier's bier, 
And the muffled drum should beat 
To the tread of mournful feet, 
Then this crimson flag shall be 
Martial cloak and shroud for thee ! 
And the warrior took that banner proud. 
And it was his martial cloak and shroud ! 
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TO A CITY PIGEON. 

BT N. K WILLIS. 

)p to my window, thou beautiful dove I 
' daily visits have touched my love ! 
Itch thy coming, apd list the note 
t swells 80 low in tl\y mellow throat, 

And my joy is high, 
^tch the £^ce of thy gentle eye. 

y dost thou sit on the heated eaves, 

[ forsake the wood with its freshened leaves? 

y dost thou haunt the sultry street, 

en the paths of the forest are cool and sweet? 

And canst thou bear 
3 noise of people — this breezeless air? 

)U alone of the feathered race, 

t look unscared on the|human fiuse ; 

)u alone, with a wing to flee, 

h love with man in his haunts to be ; 

And the < gentle dove,* 
I become a name for trust and love. 

toly gift is thine, sweet bird ! 
Du'rt named with childhood's earliest word ; 
Du'rt linked vnth all that is fresh and wild 
Lhe prisoned thoughts of the city child — 

And thy even wings 
) it! brighest image of moving tliingi. 



^ ^ 



1|B ITALY. 

It 18 no light chance. Thou art set; apart 
Wisely by Him who tamed thy he^rt — 
To stir the love for the bright and fair, 
That else were sealed in the crowded air ; 

I sometimes dream 
Angelic rays fix)m thy pinions stream. 

Come, then, even when daylight leaves 
The page I read, to my humble eaves ; 
And wash thy breast in the hollow spout 
And murmur thy low sweet music out,— ^ 

I hear and see 
Lessons of heaven, sweet bird, in thee ! 



ITALY. 

BT E. D. GRIFFIN. 

Would that thou wert more strong, at least less fiur ! 

Land of the orange grove and myrtle bower! 
To hail whose strand, to breathe whose genial air, 

Is bliss to all who feci of bliss the power. 
To look upon whose mountains in the hour 

When thy sun sinks in glory, and a veil 
Of purple flows around them, would restore 

The sense of beauty, when all else might faiL 

Would that thou wert more strong, at least lesBftk^ 

Parent of fruits, alas! no more of men! 
Where springs the olive e'en from mountains baiCi 
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The yellow hairest loads the scarce tilled plain. 
Spontaneous shoots the vine, in rich festoon 

From tree to tree depending, and the flowers 
Wreathe with their chaplets, sweet thou^ fiiding 
soon, 

E'en fallen columns, and decaying towers. 

Would tliat thou wert more strong, at least less fidry 

Home of the beautiful, but not the brave ! 
Where noble form, bold outline, princely air, 

Distinguish e'en the peasant and the idave : 
Where like the goddess sprung fh>m ocean's wavci 

Her mortal sisters boast immortal grace. 
Nor spoil those charms which partial nature gave. 

By art's weak aids or fashion's vain grimace. 

Would that thou wert more strong, at least less fair. 

Thou nurse of every art, save one alone. 
The art of self-defiance ! Thy fostering care 

firings out a nobler life from senseless stone, 
And bids e'en canvass speak ; thy magic tone, 

Infused in music, now constrains ttie soul 
With tears the power of melody to own, 

And now with passionate throbs that spurn 
control 

. Would that thou wert less fiiir, at least more strong, 
Chrave of the mighty dead, the living mean ! 

Cin^notbing rouse ye both ? no tyrant's wrong, 
no iiKuiiUfy oi tne Jirev^ oi winx itas own r 

3^ 



aO ITALY. 

• 

Yon broken arch once spoke of triumph, then 
That moukleriDg wall too spoke of brave defence 

Sliades of departed heroes, rise again ! 
Italians, rise, and thrust the oppressors hence 

Oh, Italy i my country, fare thee well! 

For art thou not my country, at whose breast 
Were nurtured those whose thoughts within om 
dweU, 

The fiohers of my mind! whose fame imprest, 
£*en on my iniant fancy, bade it rest 

With patriot fbndness on thy hills and streams. 
Ere yet thou didst receive me as a guest. 

Lovelier than I had seen thoe in my dreams? 

Then fare thee well, my country, loved and lost: 

Too early lost, alas ! when once so dear ; 
I turn in sorrow from thy glorious coast. 

And urge the feet forbid to linger here. 
But must I rove by Amo's current clear. 

And hear the rush of Tiber's yellow flood. 
And wander on the mount, now waste and drear, 

Where Caesar's palace in its glory stood ; 

And see again Parthenope's loved bay. 
And Festum's shrines, and Baia's classic shore, 

And moimt the bark, and lifltao to tlie lay 
That floats by night through Venice— never more r 

Far off I aeeni to hear the Atlantic roar — 
It washes not our feet, that envious sea. 
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f 

( fiut Waits, with outstretchfid arms, to waft ijie o'er 
*■' To other lands, &r, far, alas, from thee. 

I Fare, fitre thee well once more. I love th^ not 
As other tliuigs inanimate. Thou art 
The cherished mistress of my youth ; forgot 
Thou never canst be while I have a heart 
Ijannched on those waters, wild with storm and 
wind, 
I know not, ask not, what may be my lot ; 
F<ir, torn from thee, no fear can touch my mind. 
Brooding in gloom on that one bitter thought 



e.i 



BtJRNS. 

BT F. a, HAI^ECK. 

Ve ante, brought from ncnr Allou-ay Kirk, in Ayniiiire, in th9 

Autumn vX 1823. 

Wild rose of Alloway ! my thanks — 
Thou mindst me of that autitmn noou, 

When first we mot upon ' the banks 
And braes o' Bomiy Doou.' 

JJike thine, beneath tlie thorn-tree's hough. 
My simny hourwas glad and briefj ' . 

We've crossed the winter sea, and thou 
Art withered,— flower and loaf. ^ 



89 Btrayf. 

And win not thy deathKloom be minfl,<— 
The doom of all things wrought of clay,— 

And withered my life's leaf like thine. 
Wild rose of Alloway ? 

Not 80 his memory, for whose weke 
My bosom bore thee fkr and long, 

His— who a humbler flower could make 
Immortal as his song. 

The memory of Bums*— a name 

That calls, when brimmed her festal copy 
A nation's glory, and her shame, 

In silent sadness up. 

A nation's glory — be the re9t 
Forgot — she 's canonized his mind^ 

And it is joy to speak the best 
We may of human kind. 

I've stood beside the cottage bed 

Where the Bard-peasant first drew breath, 
A straw-thatched roof above his head, 

A straw- wrought couch beneath.' 

And I liaTe stood beside ^ pile, 

HIi monument— that tdftto Heaven 
The homage of earth's pronttest iate 
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Bid thy thoughts hover o'er that spot, 
Boy-Minstrel, in thy dreaming Hour, — 

And know, however low his lot, 
A Poet's pride and power. 

The pride that lifted Bums from earth. 
The power that gave a child of song 

Ascendency o'er rank and birth, ^ 
The rich, tiie bravei, the strong: 

And if despondency weigh down 
Thy spirit's fluttering pinions then. 

Despair — ^thy name is written on 
The roll of common men. 

I*here have been loftier themes than his, 
And longer scrolls, and louder lyres. 

And lays lit up with Poesy's 
Purer and holier fires. 

Yet read the names that know not deaths — 
Few nobler ones than 3unis are there, 

And few have won a greener ivreath 
Than that which binds his hair. 

Sis is that language of die heart. 

In which the iiiiilriBiing heart would speak, 
Thought, word, that bids die warm tear start, 

Or the smUe light the cheek ; 
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A kind, trud heart, a spirit high, 
That could not fear, and would not bo 

Were written in his manly eye> 
And on his manly brow. 

Praise to the bard l^— his words are drive 
Like flower-seeds by the far winds aq\ 

Where'er, beneath the sky of heaven. 
The birds of fame have flown. 

Praise to the man ! a nation stpod 
Beside his coffin with wet eyes, 

Her brave, her beautiful, her good. 
As when a loved one dies. 

And still, as on his funeral day^ 
Men staad his cold earth-couch aroond 

With the mute homage that we pay 
To consecrated ground. 

And consecrated ground it is. 
The last, the halloiVed home of one 

Who lives upon all memories, 
Though with the buried gone. 

Such graves as hia are pilgrim-flhrines, 
Shrines to do code or creed confined, — 

The Delphian vales, the Palestines, 
The Meccaaof the mind. 
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Ages, with Wisdom's garland wreathed, 
Crowned kings, and mitred priests of power, 

knd warriors with their bright swords sheathed, 
The mightiest of the hour ; 

Lnd lowlier names, whose humble home 

Is lit by Fortune's dimmer star, 
Lie there— o'er waveband mountain come, 

From countries near and fiu*; 

ilgrims, whose ^yandering feet have prest 
The Switzer's snow, the Arab's sand, 

r trod the piled leaves of the West, 
My own green forest'^land. 

11 ask the cottage of his birth, 

Gaze on the scenes he loved and sung, 

nd gather feelings not of earth 

His fields and streams among. 

hey linger by the Doon's low trees, 
And pastoral Nith, and wooded Ayr, 
nd round thy sepulchres, Dumfries ! 
The Poet's tomb is there : 

ut what to them the sculptoi-'s ait, 
His fiuiMal columns, wreaths, and urns ? 
^ear they not graven on the heart 
The name of Robert Bums? 

4 
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ODE, 

BT CHARLES Sl^RJLQVt* 

When fron^ the sacred garden driven, 
Man fled before bis Maker's wrath, 
An Angel left her place ki heaven, 
And croiwed the wanderer's mtntesa path. ' 
T was Art! sweet Art ! new radiance broke. 
Where her light foot flew o'er the ground, 
And thus with seraph voice she spoke, 
'The Curse a Blessing shall be found.' 

She led him through the trackless wild. 
Where noontide sunbeam never blazed ; — 
The thistle shrunk — the harvest smiled. 
And nature gladdened as she gazed. 
Earth's thousand tribes of living things. 
At Art's conmiand to him are given. 
The village grows, the city springs, 
And point their spiren of fliith to heaven. 

He rends the oak— and bids it ride, 
To guard the shores its beauty graced ; 
He smites the rock — ^upheaved in pride. 
See towers of strength and domes of taste. 
Earth's teeming caves their wealth reveal. 
Fire bears his banner on the veave. 
He bids the mortal poison heal, 
And leaps triimiphant o'er the grave. 
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He {ducks the pearls that stud the deep. 
Admiring Beaut's lap to fill ; 
He breaks the stubborn marble's sleep, 
And mocks his own Creator's skilL 
With thoughts that fill his glowing soul, 
He bids the ore illume the page. 
And proudly scorning time's control, 
Conuneices with an unborn age. 

Ib fields of air he writes his name, 
And treads the chambers of the skjr. 
He reads the stars, and grasps th^ flame 
That quivers round the Throne on high. 
In War renowned, in peace sublime. 
He moves in greamess and in grace ; 
His power subduing space and time, 

realm to realm, and race to race. ■ 



BUMMER WIND. 

BT W. C. BRTAIVT. 

It ]■ a sultry day; the sun has drank 
The dew that lay upon the morning grass; 
There is no rustling in the. lofty elm 
That canopies my dwelling, and its shade 
Scarce cools me. All is silent, save the fiiint 
And inteiTupted murmur of the bee, 

on the sick flowers, and then again 
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Instantly on the wing. The plante aruimd ■ 
Feel the too potent fervors ; the tall maize 
Rolls up its long gfeen leaves i the clover droopi 
Its tender foliage, and declines its blooms. 
But &r in the fierce -sunshine tower the hilla^ 
With aU their growth of woods, alent and 8leni» 
As if the scorching heat and dazzling light 
Were but an element they loved. Bright cloudy 
Motionless pillars of the brazen heaven, — 
Their bases on the mountains — ^their white tops 
Shining in the &r ether— fire the air 
With a reflected radiance, and make turn 
The gazer's eye away. For n^, I lie 
Languidly in the shade, where the thick turf, 
Yet virgin firom the kisses of the sun. 
Retains some fi^shness, and I woo the wind 
That still delays its coming. Why so slow, 
Gentle and voluble spirit of the air? 
Oh, come and breathe upon the feinting earth 
Coolness and life. Is it that in his caves 
He hears me ? See, on yonder woody ridge, 
The pine is bending his proud top, and now, 
Among the nearer groves, chestnut and oak 
Are tosong their green bou^s about. He comes! 
Lo, where the grassy meadow runs in vraves ! 
The deep distressfiil silence of the scene 
Breaks up with mingling of unnumbered flounds 
And universal modon. He is come. 
Shaking a shower of blossoms finm the shrubs, 
And bearing on their fi^agranoe ; and he brings 
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uno of birds, and nistUng of young bougfasi 
nd sound of swaying branches, and the voice 
f distant waterfalls. All the green herbs 
re stirring in his breathy ja thousand flowers, 
y the road-side and borders of the brook, 
lod gaily to each other; glossy leaves 
le twinklii^f in the sun, as if the .dew 
fere on them yet, and silver waters break 
oto anall waves and sparkle #s he comes. ^ 
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« OLD IRONSIDES." 

BT O. W. HOLBIES. 

• 

At ! pull her tattered ensign down, 

Long haa it waved on high, 
And many a heart has danced to see 

That banner in the sky ; 
Beneath it rung the battle shout, 

And burst the cannon's roftf>— ^. 

The meteor of the ocean air 

8haU sweep the eknids no more. 

Her deck, once red with heroes' blood. 

Where knelt the vanquished fi». 
When winds were hurrying o'er the flood 

And waves were white below, 

•j 
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No more shall feel the conqueror^ tread 
Or know the conquered knee ; . 

The harpies of the shore shall pluck 
The eagle of the sea ! 

« 

Oh better that her shattered hnlk 

Should sink beneath the wave ; . 
Her thunders shook the mighty deep 

And there should be her, grave. 
. Nul to the mast her holy flag, 

Set every threadbare sail. 
And give her to the god of storms — 

The lightning and the gale ! 



THE S£A.BIRD'S SONG. 

bT J. G.BRAIITARn. 

On the deep is the mariner's danger, 

On the deep is the mariner's death ; 
Who to fear o£ the tempest a stranger, 
Sees the last bubble burst of his Inreath ? 
'T is the sea-bird, sea-bird, sea-bird, 

Lone looker on despair^ 
The sea-bird, sea-bird, searl»rd, 
The only wimess there. 
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Who watches their course who so mildly, 
Career to the kiss of the breeze ? 

Who lists to their shrieks, who so wildly 
Are clasped, in tho arms .of the seas! 

T is the sea-bird, sea-bird, sea-bird, &c. 

Who hovers on high o'er the lover, 

And her who has clung to his neck ? 
Whose wing is the wing that can coyer. 
With its isdliadowB the fbmidering wreck ? 
T is the sea-bird, sea-bird, sea-bird, &c« 
'.I . ■ ' 

My eye is the light of the billow. 

My wing on the' wake of the wove-— 
1 shall take to my breast—- for a pillow — 
The shroud of the fair and the brave — 
I' m the sea-'bird, sea-lnrd, sea-faif d, &c« 

My foot on the ice-berg has lighted 

When hoarse the wild winds veer about, 
My eye when the bark is benighted 
Sees the lamp of the light-house go out 
I'm the sea-bird, sea-bird, sea-bird, 

Lone .looker on despair, 
The sea-bird, sea-bird, sea-bird, 
The only witness there. 



\ 
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THE BU<}L£. 

BT GRENVILLE BfELLEN* 

Btit ttni the dini^e't hollow tliroat 
ProlouKed the twelliqg bucle note, 
The owlets started from ttieir dream. 
The ea|les answered with their scream ) 
Round and around Uie sotiods we)re cast, 
Till ^cho seemed an abswerinr blast. 

I Lad^ of iU Ltict, 

Oh ! wild enchantiiig horn ! 
Whose music up the deep and dewy air 
Swells to the clouds, and calk on Echo there. 

Till a new melody is bom — • 

■ « 

WakC) wake again, the night . 
Is bending fiom her throne of beauty down, 
With still stars burning on her azure crown. 

Intense, and eloquently bright. 

Night, at its pulseless noon I 
When the &r voice of waters mourns in song, 
And some tired watch-dog, lazily and long. 

Barks at the melancboly moon. 

Hark ! how it sweeps away. 
Soaring and dying on the silent sky. 
As if some sprite of sound went wandering by. 

With lone halloo and xeiindelay ! 

. t. ■■ 
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Swell, swell in glory out ! 
Thy tones come pouring on my leaping heart, 
And my stirred spirit he^ thee with a start 

As boyhood's old remembered shout. 

Oh ! have ye heard that peal, 
Frboi deeping city's moon-bathed battlemenli, 
Or from the guarded field and warrior tentB^ 

Like some near breath around you steal ? 

Or have ye in the roar 
Of sea, or storm, or battle, heard it rise, 
Shriller than eagle's clamor, to the skies, 

Where yrings and tempests never soar ? 

Go, go — ^no other sound, 
' No muric that of air or earth is bom, 
Can match the mighty mamc of that horn, 
On midnight's fathomless profound ! 
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THANATOPSIS. 

BT W. C. BRTART. 

To him who in the love of nature holds 
CoQununion with her visible forms, she speaks 
A firious language ; for his gayer hours 
She has a voice of gladness, and a smile 
And ekMjuence of beauty, and she glides 
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Into his darker musings, with a mild 
And gentle sympathy, that steals away 
Their sharpness, ere he is aware. When it 
Of the last bitter hour qome like a blight 
Over thy spirit, and sad images 
Of the stem agony, and shroud, and pall,. 
And breathless darkness, and the narrow he 
Make thee to shudder, and grow sick at hen 
Go forth, under the open sky, and list 
To Nature's teachings, while from all aroui: 
Earth and her waters, and the depths of air 
Comes a still voice — ^Yet a few days, and tb 
The all-beholding sun shall see no more 
In all his course ; nor yet in the cold groun< 
Where thy pale form was laid, with many t 
Nor in the embrace of ocean shall exist 
Thy image. Earth, that nourished thee, sha] 
Thy growth, to be resolved to earth again ; 
And, lost each -human trace, surrendering u 
Thine individual being, shalt thou go 
To mix forever with the elements. 
To be a brother to the insensible rock 
And to the sluggish clod, which the rude tn 
Turns with his share, and treads upon. Tl 
Shall send his roots abroad, and pierce thy i 
Yet not to thy eternal resting place 
Shalt thou retire alone— nor couldst thou w 
Couch more magnificent Thou shalt lie di 
With patriarchs of the infant world — ^with li 
The powerful of the earth— the wise, the gc 
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fbrmfli and hoary seers of ages past, 
fin in one mighty sepulchre.— The hills 
Etock-ribbed and ancient aa the sun, — the vales 
Stretching in pensive quietness between ; 
Fhe venerable woods — ^rivers that move 
In nuyesty, and the complaining brooks 
rhat make the meadows green ; and poured round 

all, 
Old ocean's gray and melancholy waste, — 
Are but the solenm decorations all 
Of the great tomb of man. The golden sun, 
Thn planets, all the infinite host of heaven. 
Are shining on the sad abodes of death, 
Through the still lapse of ages. All that tread 
The globe are but a handfUl to the tribes 
That slumber in its bosom. — ^Take the wings 
Of morning — and the Barcan desert pierce. 
Or lose thyself in the continuous woods 
Where rolls the Oregan, and hears no sound, 
'Save his own.dashings — ^yet — the dead are there, 
And millions in those solitudes, since first 
The flight of years began, have laid them down 
In dieir last (deep— the dead reign there alone. 
80 shalt thou rest — and what if thou shalt fidl 
Unheeded by the living — and no fiiend 
Tidu note of thy departure ? AU that breathe 
WIU share thy destiny. The gay will laugh 
When thou art gone, the solemn brood of care 
Plod on, and each one as before will chase 
Hk ftvorite phantom ; yet all these shall leave 
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Their mirth and their employments, and shall come, 
And make their bed with thee. As the long train 
Of ages glide away, the sons of men. 
The youth in life's green spring, and he who goes 
In the full strength of years, matron, and maid, 
And the sweet babe, and the gray-headed man, — 
Shall one by one be gatherered to thy side, 
By those, who in their turn shall follow them. 
So live, that when thy summons comes to join 
The imiumerable caravan, that moves 
To that mysterious realm, whei^ each shall take 
His chamber in the silent halls of death. 
Thou go not, like the quari^-slave at night, 
Scourged to his dungeon, but sustained and soothed 
By an un&ltering trust, approach thy grave. 
Like one who wraps the drapery of his couch 
About him, and lies down to pleasant dreams. 



SUNSHINE AND STORM. 

Look upon those clouds that lie 
tillowed on the far-off sky. 
So resplendent and serene, 
That they hardly dim its sheen ; 
Look upon the sparkling deep, 
Where the golden sunbeams sleep, 
And across the waters ^bright 
Braid their quivering lines of light 
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Yet the spirit of the stonn 
Maskn his elemental form 

■ 

Undemeatfa this silent rest, . 
Which is over nature's faireast : 
And a day may hardly pass ■ . 
'Ere a dark and heavy mass 
Will beneath the sunshine spread, 
Like a canopy of lead. 

And the shrinking gale will fly 
Trailing vapors through the sky ; 
And the Waves will crowd and roar 
To the rockTcnghtUed shore; ' 
And the rustling forest swing 
To the tempest's mighty wing, 
And the ocean, and the. land, 
Feel the fury of his hand. 

Is not this altemfite strife 
Like the changes of our life ? 
And may not the storm arise 
In the quiet of our skies, 
And the folds of darkness roU 
O'er the radiance of the souL 
And the gladuess of the heart 
Like a flash of light depart P — 

Far above the shifting clouds, 

Nought the perfect lustre shrouds, 

And the sheeting sunlight there 

5 
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HQ THE BANKER OF MUJUa. 

Filb the blue untronbled w; 
So when we may once be clear 
From the Innts around m here-*- 
ShadowB from die realms of night 
Will not OTQSS our path of light. 
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THE BANNER OF MURAT. 

BT P.^M. WETMORE. 
*Tlioii, of tluipiow white plooip V—Bunm. 

Foremost among the fet, 

And bravest of the bmve i 
Where'er the batde's fury burst, 

Or rolled its purple waye-7- 
There flashed his glance like a meteor, 

As he charged the ibe afar ; 
And the snowy plume that his helmet bore, 

Was the banner of Murht ! 

Mmgler on many a field, 

Where rung wild victory's peal ! 
That fearless spirit wafflike a shield — 

A panoply of steel: 
For very joy in a gloripus name, 

He rushed where danger stood ; 
And that banner-plume -like a winged flame, 

Streamed o'er the field of blood! 



TO THE ICE MOUNTAIN. Si 

His fbOowers loved to gaze^ 

On his fbrn^ with a fieroe flight, 
Aa it towered Ubeve'the bottle's Uaze— 

A pillar, 'midst the fight : 
And eyes looked np, ere they closed in death, 

Through the thick and sulphury air— 
And lips shrieked out with their parting' breath, 

* The lily plume is there- 1' 

A cloud is o'er him now— 

For the peril hour hath cotne — 
And he stands with his high unshaded brow. 

On the fearful spot of dooln : 
Away ! no screen for a soldier's eye-^ 

No fear his soul appals ; 
A rattling peal — and a shudderipg cry — 

And batmerless he fklls t 



TO THE ICE MOUNTAIN. 

BT JAMES O. ROCKWELL. 

• 

Oeats of waters gone to rest ! 
Jewel, dazzling all the main ! 
Father of the silver crest ! 
Wandering on the tracklesB plain, 
Sleeping mid the wavy roar. 



SU TO TliC lOE MOUNTAIN. 

Sailing inid the angry storm, 
Ploughing ocean's oozy floory 
Piling to the clouds thy fonn! 

Wandering monument of rain, 
Prisoned by the sullen nprth ! 
But to melt thy hated chain, 
Is it that thou comest forth ? 
Wend thee to the sunny south, 
To the glassy summer sea, 
And the breathings of l^er mouth 
Shall unchain and gladden thee ! 

Roamer in the hidden p2^ 
'Neath the green and clouded wave ! 
Trampling in thy reckless wrath. 
On the lost, but cherished brave ; 
Parting love's death-linked embrace — 
Crushiiig beauty's skeleton — 
Tell us what the hidden race 
With our mourned lost have done I 

Floating sjiip, who in the sun 
Art an icy coronal ; 
And beneath the viewless dun, 
'Throw'nt o'er bari^s a wavy pall ; 
Shining Death upon the seal 
Wend thee to the southern main ; 
Bend to God thy melting knee ! 
Mingle with the wave again ! 
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THE LAST PROPHECY OF CASSANDRA. 

The son is fading in the slues, 

And evening shades are gathering fbst f 

Fair city, ere that smi-shaU rise, 
Thy night hath eome— 4hy dagr i*paatt 

Ye know not — but the hour Is ni^ ; 

Ye wm not heed the warning breath f 
No vision strikes your douded eye, 
To break the sle^ ttneX wakes in death. 

Goy age, and let thy withered eha^ 
Be wet onee more with fleezling tears ^ h 

And bid thy tremblisg sorrow epeak, "' 

In accent of departed yearsw V 

Go, child, tti9 pour thy rintess pmyer 

Before the everlasting Arone ; 
And he who sits in glory there 

Ifay stoop to hear thy sihrdr tone* 

Go, warrior, in thy glittering steely 

And bow thee at the altar's idde ; 
And bid thy frowning gods reveal 

The doom their mystic counsels hide. 



5* 



t 



'« 



i 



M THE UkBT f aOPHEOY OF 0A88ANIMUL 

Go, maiden, in thy flowing vei]| 
^d bare-thy lArow, and bend thy knee ; 

When the last hopes of mercy fiul, 
Thy God inay yet remember tbee. 

Go, as thou went in happier hours, 
And lay thine incense on the sturine ; 

And greener leaves^ and &irer flowers, 
Around the sacred image twine^ 

I saw them ruie-^-the buiied dead — 
From marUe lomb and grassy motibd : 

I heard the spirits? pdntless tread, 
And voices not of earthly sounds 

I looked upon the quivering stream, 
..And its cokL wave was bright with flame ; 
And wild, as fixmi a fearful dream. 
The vpasted forms of battle came. 

Ye vrill not hear — ^ye will not know — 

Ye scorn the maniac's idle song ; 
Ye care not ! but the voice of wo 
Shall thunder loud, and echo long. 

Blood shall be in your marble halls. 
And spears shall glance, and fire shall |^w; 

Ruin shall sit upon your waOs^ . 
But ye flhaU lie in death bekyv^. 



vKiirB, I 

Ay, none riiall live-'to heerthe Blonn 
Aimmd thekr blackened pillan eireep : 

To shudder at the raptile'ft finm. 

Or scare the wild bird from her deep. 

CoUegunu 



DEATH. 

^T'R. MORRISr 

t 

PouB not the Toioe of grief 

Above the bi^Ib bier t 
The weary fgpiiit finds relief 

In some more hallowed sphere^ 
What recks it that the Iqp- 

Hath lost its thrilling hae«- 
Untainted was their fellowsh^ 

As blushing rose and dew. 
And now — too soon a creeping diing, 
Will, Hke a leech, there leed udmI cling t 

Yet weep not for'the dead 

Who early pass away^ 
Ere hope and joy and youth have fled^ 

Ere wo has wrought decay! 
Better to die in youth 

When life is green and biigfat, 
Than when the heart has lost in truth 



^ 
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56 DEAI^. 

In age and aorrow'B nighl— 
Then woea and yean around ua thron| 
And death's chill grasp ja on ua long. 



Liie ia a rifled flower 

. When love's pure Visions Aide— 
A broken epell — a faded hour — 

An echo— «nd a diade ! 
The poet's thirst for fiupe, 

And siren beauty's kiss, 
Ambition's height, jand honor's name 

But yield a phantom bliss — 
And man tuins back fitim every goal 
Thirsting for someliigh bllsd of soul ! 



■|j ■ f Would I had died when young ! 

[4 ■ 

t-'w I ■ 



How many burning tears, . 
And wasted hopes and severed ties 

Had spared tny after yean ! 
And she on whose pale l^w, 

The damp and cold earth lies, 
Whose pure heart in its virgin g^w 

Was mirrored in dark eyes ! 
Would I had faded soon with her. 
My boyhood's eariieet worshipper! 

Pour not the voice of wo ! 

Shed not the burning tear 
When spirits from the cold earth go 

Too bright to linger here i 
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Unsullied let tbeni pas 

Into obliviofi's tomb- 
Lake SDQW flakes melting in the sea 

When rife with vestal bloom. 
Then strew finesh flowers above the grave 
And let the tall grass o'er it wave 1 



THE SPECTRE SHIP OF SALEM. 

r 
BY. J. O. WHITTIER. 

Cotton Mather-7-the author of ^Magnalia Christi Americana/ 
re« • aiogular account of a vessel and crew, wbkh left Salem 
time during the 17th century, for *01d Eagland. * It 
leenia that among th* possengenf were a young man and a beaa- 
tlftil girl — pale and ^onrowftil^ bowever— whom no one knew,. 
■ad who held communkm with no one. This excited the alarm 
of aome of the credulous people of Salem: they supposed them ta 
to demons or ' prestigious spirits^ ' and they endeavored to dlf- 
■nade their friends from entering the ship,— ^ut, nevertheless, a 
goodly number of passengers went on board the fatal ship. Th* 
lemaittder of the story is told in the following lines. 

The morning light is breaking forth 

All over the dark Mue sea — 
And the waves are changed — they are rich with gold 

As the morning waves should be ; 
And the rinng winds are wandering out. 

On their seaward pinions free. ■ 
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The bark is ready — ^the sails are -aet, 
And the boat rocks on the riiore — 

Say why do the passengers linger yet ? — 
Is not the fiirewell o'er ? 

Do those who enter that gallant ship 
Go forth, to return no more? 

A wailing rose by the water-side, 
A young, fair ^1 was there — 

With a fiice as pale as the &ce of death 
When its coffin-lid is bare ; — 

And an eye as strangely beautiful 
As a star in the upper air. 

She leaned on a youthful stranger's arm, 

A tall and silent one — - 
Who stood in the very, midst of the crowd, 

Yet uttered a word to none : 
He gazed on the sea and waiting ship-— 

But he gazed on them alone ! 

The fiur girl leaned on the stranger's arm, 

And she wept as one in fear ) 
But he heeded not the pluntive moan. 

And the dropping of the tear ; — 
His eye was fixed on the stirring sea, 

Cold, darkly and severe ! — 

The boat was filled—- the shore was left — 
The fiu^well word was said — 
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It the vast crowd lingered Kill behijidy 
With an over-powering dread ; 
ley feared that stranger and his bride, 
Bo pale, and like the dead. 

id many said that an evil pair 
Among their friends had gone^ — 
demon with his human prey, 
Prom the quiet grave-yard drawn ; 
id a prayer was heard that the innocent 
Eiiig^t escape the Evil Ckie. 

ray — the good ^p sped away, 
Dut on the broad high seas — 
le sun upon her path before — 
Behind, the steady breeze — 
kd there was nought in sea or sky 
Of fearful auguries. 

I. 

le day passed on — the sunli^t fell 

All slantwise from the West^ 

nd then the heavy clouds of storm 

Sat on the ocean's breast ; * 

sd every swelling billow mourned. 

Like a Uving tiling disti'essed. 

lie sun went down among the clouds, 
Tinging with sudden gold, 
le pall-like shadow of the storm,' 
On every mighty fold ; — 



6D THE 4PE0TRE SHIP OF SJULEK. 

And dien the fightnini^ ej« kioked fordi. 
And the red thunder roUed. ' 

The fltorm came down upon the sea, 

In its Burpasskig dread, 
Rou8ii\g the white and brc^en jurge 

Above its rocky bed ^ 
As if the deep was stired beneath 

A i^l^s viewless tread. 

All night the hurricane woat bn, 

And all along the shore 
The smothered cry of shipwr^ked men 

Blent with the ocean's roar ; — 
The gray-haired man hfid scarcely knowr 

So wUd a night beibre. 

Mom rose upon a tossing sea, 
The tempest's work was done ; 

And freely over lahd and wave 
Shone out the blessed 0un — 

But where was she — ^that merchant-baric, 
Where had the good ship gone ? 

Men gathered t>n the shore to watch 

The billow's heavy swell, 
Hoping, yet fearing much, some fraii 

Memorial might tell 
The &te of that diaaBtrous ship,— 

Of friends they loved so well. 
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^one came— ^e billows wnoothed away — 

And all was strangely ealm, ^ 
kfl if the very sea had fek 

A necromancer's charm, — 
knd not a trace was left behind, 

Of violence and harm. 

die twilight came with pky of -gold— 

And cmtaining of nighlt— 
ind then a sudden cry rang out, '» 

*• A ship — the ship in sight ! ' 
ind lo ! — tall masts grew visible 

Within the fiiding light 

Vear and more near the ship came on. 

With an her broad sails spread — 
rhe night grew thick, but a phantom light 

AfiOtmd her path was shed ; 
\nd the gazers shuddered as on she came. 

For against the wind she sped. 

Fhey saw by the dim and baleful glare 

Aiound that voyager thrown, 
rhelbpright forms of the well known crew, 

As pale and fixed as stcme^- 
knd they called to them, but no sound came back, 

Save the echoed cry alone. 

!lie fearful stranger youth was there^ 
And clasped in his embrace, 

6 



-^ ^ TUE SPECTRE SHIP OF SALEM. 

J Tin ptle and pifen^f «oiTow^ 

* Gaased wildly in h«iftee-r- 

Like one who imd l)cen wakened from 

The silent burial-place. 

A judder ran along the crowd — 
And a holy man knelt there, 

On the wet sea-sand, and offered up 
A faint and trembling prayer, 

That God would shield his people from 
The Spirits of the air ! 

And lo ! — ^the vision passed away — 
The Spectre Ship — ^the crew — 

The stranger and his pallid bride 
Departed from tlieir view ; 

And nought was left upon the waves, 
Beneath the arching blue. 

It passed away — ^that vision strange — 

Forever from their sight ; 
Yet, long shall Naumkeaifs annals tell 

The story of that night — 
ThMhantom-bark — the ghostly crew, 

l^p^ pale, encircling light. 



• tt 



NAPOLEON. 



I^AFOlJoN. 

BT eRENVILLE MSLI.S1^. 

r 

ipolecm, wbea in Bt Helena, beheld a boitflff bii'ioai ^ w«pc 

Long on the Parian bust he gazeo^ 

And his pallid lipe moved not; 
But when his deep cold eye he ntoed, 

His glory was forgot ; 
And the heated tears eame down like rain, 
As Um buried years swept back again — 
He wept aloud ! 

He who had tearless rode the storm 
Of human agony, 
' And with ambition wild and warm, 
' Sailed on a bloody sea. 
He bent before the infant head. 
And wept — as a mother weeps, her dead ! — 
The pale and proud ! 

■ 

The roar of all the world had passed — 

On a sounding rock alone. 
An exile, to the earth he cast 

His gathered glories down ! 

Yet dreamt he of his victor race, 

Till, turning to that marble fiice, 

His heart gave way ; 
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64 NAPOLEOV. 

And nature s^w her time of powei 

A conqueror in tears ! 
T^e migfaty bowed befinre a flower, 

In the chastiseipent of years ! 
What can this mystery control ! — 
The fiither comes, as man's hi^ loul 
And hopes decay.. 

Alone before that chi0eled brow. 

His proudest victories 
Flit by, like, hated phantoms now. 

And holier visions rise — 
The empire of the heart unveils, 
And lo ! that crownless creature wails 
His days of power. 

The golden days whose suns went down. 

As at the icy pole. 
Lighting with dim but cold renown 

The kingdom of the soul ! 
When all life's charities were dead, 
And each affection fiuled or fled 
That withering hour ! 

Oh t had the n\onarch to the wind 

His hope of conquest flung, 
And to the victory of mind 

Had his warrior footsteps rung, 
What then were desert rocks and seai^ 
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To one whom Destiny decrees 
Such fedeless &iaei 

Oh ! had the tyrant cast his crown 

And jewels all away, 
What though the pomp of life had flolviiy 

And left a lowering day ! 
Then had thy speaking bust, bnure boy ! 
Awoke with memories of joy 
Thy feted name ! 






I 

I 
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mOM A BACHELOR'S PRIVATE JOURNAL. 

SwxxT Mary, I have never breathed 
The love it were m vain to name ; 

Though round my heart a serpent wreathed, 
I aniled, or strove to smile the same. 

Once more the pulse of Nature glows 
With fester throb and fresher fire. 

While music round her pathway flows. 
Like echoes from a hidden lyre. 

And 18 there none with me to share 

The glories of the earth and sky ? 

The eagle through the pothlefls air 

Ib followed by one burning eye. 

6* 



Ah no ! the cradled flowen may yrtkef 

Again may flow the frozen sea, 
From every cloud a star may break—* 

There ccmies no second spring to me« 

Go— «re the painted toys of youth 
Are crushed beneath the tread of yean | 

Ere Yisions have been chilled to truth, . 
And hopes are washed away in tears. 

• « 
Oo — ^for I will not bid thee weep,— 

Too soon my sorrows will be thine, 
And evening's troubled air shall sweep 

The incense from the broken shrine. 

If Heaven can hear the dying tone 
Of chords that soon will cease to thrill, 

The prayer that Heaven has heard alone 
May bless thee when those chords are stiU 1 

o. w. 1 



MMnMtWMWnMVI^ 



LINES, 
Written by a Lady, a few days before ber deatb. 
I SAID to Sorrow's awful storm. 
That beat against my breast. 
Rage on-rthou may'st destroy this lbm% 

And lay it low at rest; 
But still the spirit that now brooks 
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Thy tempest ragiiig higfa. 
Undaunted on its fury looks 

With stead&st eye. 

I said to Penury's meagre train, 

Come on, your threats I brave. 
My. last poor life-drop you may drain, 

And crush me to the grave ; 
Yet still the spirit that endures, 

Shall mock your force the while. 
And meet each cold, cold grasp of yours 
With bitter smile. 

I said to cold Neglect and Scorn, 

Pass on, I heed you not, 
You may pursue me, till my form 

And being are forgot ; 
Yet still the spirit which you see. 

Undaunted by your wiles. 
Draws from its own nobility 

ItB high-bom smiles. 

I said to Friendsl^p's menaced blow 
Strike deep, my heart shall bear. 

Thou canst but add one bitter wo 
To those already there. 

Yet still the spurit that agustaina 
This last severe distress, 

Shall smile upon its keenest paiii% 
And acorn redress. 
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I said to Death's uplifted dart^ 

Aim sure, O why delay ? 
Thou wilt not find a fearfiil heart, 

A weak reluctant prey. 
For still the spirit, firm and fi'ee, 

Triumphant in the last dismay. 
Wrapped in its own eternity, 

Shall, smiling, pass away. 
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to A WAVE. 

BT J. O. ROCKWELL, 

• 

List ! thou child of wind and sea. 

Tell me of the far off deep. 
Where the tempest's vring is fi^e, 

And the waters uerer sleep. 
Thou perchance the storm hath aided. 

In its works of stern despair, 
Or perchance thy hand bath braided. 

In deep caves, the mermaid's hair. 

Wave! now on the goldi^n sands, ' 
SUent as thou art, and broken, 

Bearest thou not firoih distant strands 
To my heart some pleasant token? 

Tales of mountains of the south, 



TO A WAVE. 69 

Spangles of the ore of silver, 
Which with playful singing mouth, ' 
Thou hast leaped on high to pilfer ? 

Mournful Wave ! I deemed thy song 

Was telling of a floating prison, 
Which when tempests swept along^ 

And the mighty winds were risen. 
Foundered in the ocean's grasp, 

While the brave and &ir were dying. 
Wave ! didst mark a white hand clasp 
- In thy folds as thou wert flying ? 

Hast thou seen the hallowed rook, 

Where the pride of kings reposes^ 
Crowned with many a misty lock, 

Wreathed with samphire g^en and roses? 
Or with joyous playful leap 

Hast thou been a tribute flinging 
Up that bold and jutting steep. 

Pearls upon the south wind stringing? 

Faded Wave ! a jo^ to thee 

Now thy flight .and toil are over ! 
Oh ! may my departure be 

Calm as thine, thou ocean rover! 
When this soul's last joy or mirth 

On the shore of time is driven. 
Be its lot like thine on earth. 

To be lost away in heaven. 



^ 
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PHILIP OF MOUNT HOPE. 

BT C. SHERRY. 

A WAT ! away ! I will not hear 

Of aught but death or vengeance now; 
fiy tlie eternal skies, I swear 

^)T/ knee shall never learn to bow I 
{ not hear a word of peace, 
>r grasp in friendly grasp a hand, 
Linked to the pale-browed stranger race^ 
That work die ruin of our land. 

Before their coming, we had ranged 

Our forests and our uplands free ; 
Still let us keep unsold^ unchanged. 

The heritage of liberty. 
As free as roll the chunless streams^ 

Still let us roam our ancient woods ; 
As free as break the morning beams, 

That light our mountain solitudes. 

Touch not the hand they stretch to you ; 

The ftlsely proffered cup, put by ; 
Will you believe a coward true ? 

Or taste the poison draught to die ? 
Their friendship is a lurking snare, 

Their honor but an idle breath ; 
Their smile — the smile that traitors wear ; 

Their love is hate, their life is death. 



TilE WIDOW OF NAIN. 71 

HuiiB which your ipfant feet have roved, 

Broad streaims you skimmed m light canoe, 
keen woods and glens your fitthers loved — 

Wh<»a smile they for, if not for you ? 
knd could your fathers' spirits look 

From lands where deathless verdure waves, ^ 

lor curse the craven hearts that brook 

To barter for a nation's graves ! 

%en raise onc^^.more tlie warrior song, 

That tells despau* and deatli are nigli ; 
■et the loud summons peal along, 

Rending the arches of the sky. 
Jdd till your last white foe shall kneel. 

And in his coward pangs expire — 
leep— but to dream of brand and steel. 

Wake — but to deal in blood and fire ! 



THE WIDOW OF NAIN. 

BT N. P. WILLIS. 

The Roman sentinel stood lielmed and tall 
lende the gate of Nain. The busy tread 
Of comers in the city mart was done, 
fior it was almost noon, and a dead heut 
Quifered upon the fyio and sleeping dust, 
And the cold snake crept panting from the wall 
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To bask his scaly circles in the sun. 

Upon his spear the soldier leaned and kept 

His drowsy watch, and as his waking dream 

Was broken by the solitary foot 

Of some poor mendicant, he rtdsed hid lids^ 

To cune him for a tributary Jew^ 

And slumberouriy dozed on« 

T was now high nooiu 
The duU, low murmur of a funeral 
Went through the city — the sad sotind of feet 
Unmixed with voices— and the sentinel 
Shook off his slumber, and gazed earnestly 
Up the wide street along whose pated way 
A mourning throng wound slowly. They came o 
Bearing a body heavily on its bier. 
And by the throng that in tlie burning heat 
Walked with forgetful sadness-^'t was of one 
Mourned with uncommon sorrow. The broad gi 
Swung on its hinges, and the Roman bent 
His spear-point downwards as tlie bearers pesBei 
Bending beneath their burden. There was one- 
Only one mourner. Close behind the bier, 
Crumpling the pall up in her withered hands, 
Followed an aged woman. Her slow steps 
Faltered with weakness, and a broken moan 
Fell from her hps, thickened convulsively 
As her heart bled afresh. The pitying crowd 
FoUowed apart, but no one spoke to her — 
She had no kinsmen. She had lived alone — 
A widow with one son. H^ was her all — 
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only tie she had in the wide world — 
this was he. They could not comfort her. 

3 drew near to Nain as from the gate 
funeral came forth. His lips were pak 
I the noon's Minting heat The beaded sweat 
1 on his forehead, and about the worn 
simple latchets of his sandals lay 
k the white dust of travcL He had come 
3 sunrise from Capernaum, staying not, 
ret his lips at green Bethsaida's pool, 
turn him southward upon Tabor's side 
ELtch Gilboa's light and spicy breeze. 
!8areth stood cool upon tlie East, 
by the sea of Galilee, and there 
weary traveller would rest till eve : 
on the alders of Bethulia's plains 
grapes of Palestine lumg ripe and wild ; 
umed he not aside, biit gazing on 
I every swelling mount, beheld afar 
I the hills the humble spires of Nain, 
place of his next errand ; and the path 
ihed not Bethulia, and a league away 
I the East lay breezy Galilee, 
lought but of his work. And ever thus 
L godlike solf-forgetfulness he went 
ugh all his missions — ^healing sicknesses 
re'er he came, and never known to weep 
br a human sorrow, or to stay 
eet but for some pitying miracle. 

7 
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And in the garden, when hh R])irit grew 
'Exceeding sorrowful,' and those he loved 
Forgot him m his agony, and slept — 
How heavenly gentle was his mild reproach— 

* Could ye not watch with me one hour ? Sleep 
Sleep on ! ' — Forth from the city gates the thro 
Followed the aged mourner. They came neai 
The place of burial, and with sfrainmg handff 
Closer upon her breast she clasped the pall. 
And MTith a hurried sob, quick as a child's, 
And an inquiring wildness flashing Through 
The thin gray lashes of her fevered eyes. 
She passed where Jesus stood beside the way. 
He looked upon her and his heart was moved. 

* Weep not ! ' he said, and as they stayed the bi 
And at his bidding set it at his feet. 

He gently drew the pall from out her hands, 
And laid it back m silence from the dead. 
With trouUed wonder the mute crowd drew d 
And gazed on his calm looks. A minute's spa 
He stood and prayed. Then, taking the cold hi 
He said * Arise ! ' — and instantly the breast 
Heaved in its cerements, and a sudden flush 
Ran through the lines of the divided lips. 
And, with a murmur of his mother's name. 
He trembled and sat upright in his shroud. 
And while the mourner hung upon his neck— 
Jesos went calmly on his way to Nain. 
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THE LEAF. 

It came with spring's soft sun and showeiii 
Bfid bursting buds and blushing flpweiis ; 
It flourished on the same light stem, 
It^branjL the same clear dews with them* 
The crimson, tints of summer mom 
That gilded one, did each adorn. 
The breeze that whispered light and brief 
To bud or blossom, kissed the leaf; 
When o'er the leaf the tempest £ew, 
The bud and blossom trembled too. . 

Bat its companions passed away, 
And left the leaf to lone decay. 
The gentle gales of spring went by. 
The fruits and flowers of sumqier die. 
The autumn winds swept o'er the hill. 
And winter's breath came cold and chilL 
The leaf now yielded to the blasts- 
And on the rushing stream was cast 
Far, flu* it glided to the sea, 
And whirled and eddied wearily, 
Till suddenly it sank to rest. 
And slumbered in the ocean's breast 

Thus life begins — ^its morning houn^ 
Bright as the birthday of the flowenh-« 
Thus paflses like the leaves away. 
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As withered and as lost as they. 

Beneath the parent roof we meet 

In joyous groups, and gaily greet 

The golden beams of love and iighty 

That kindle to the youthful sight. 

But soon we part^ and one by one, 

Like leaves and flowers, the group is gone. 

One gentle spirit seeks the tomb. 

His brow yet ^ceah with childhood's bloom. 

Another treads the paths of &me. 

And barters peace to win a name. 

Another still tempts fortune's wave, 

And seeking wealth, secures a grave. 

The last grasps yet the brittle thread — 

Though fiiends-are^ne and joy is dead. 

Still dares the dark and fretful tide, 

And clutches at its power and pride, 

Till suddenly the waters sever, 

And like the leaf he dnks forever. 



THE DEPARTED. 

BT FAEK BENJAMIN. 

The departed ! the departed ! 

They visit us in dreams, 
And they glide above our memoriei^ 

Lake shadows over streams ; — 
But where the cheerful lights of home 
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In constant lustre bum, 

^e departed — the departed 

Can never more return ! 

The good, the brave, the beantiflil ? 

How dreamless is their sleep. 
Where rolls the dirge-like music 

Of the ever-tossing deep, — 
Or where the hunying night- winds 

Pale Winter^s robes have spread 
Above the narrow palaces, 

In the cities of the dead! 

I look around ^d feel the awe 

Of one who walks alone — 
w\moBg the wrecks of former days, 

In mournful ruin strown. 
I start to hear the stirring sounds 

Among the cypress trees ; 
For the voice of the departed 

Is borne upon the breeze. 

That solemn voic^! it mingles with 

Each free and careless strain ; 
I scarce can think Earth's minstrelsy 

Will cheer my heart again. 
The melody of Summer waves, 

The thriUing notes of birds, 
Can never be so dear to me. 

As their remembered words. 

-i 
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THE PILGRIM FATHERS. 

BT JOHN PIBRPONT. 

The pilgrim ikthers-^where are they ? 

The waves that brought them o'er 

Still roll in the bay, and throw their spray 

As they break along the shore : 

Still roll in the bay, as they rolled that day, 

When the May-Flower moored below, 

When the sea around was black with stomu. 

And white the shore with snow. 

The mists that wrapped the pilgrim's sleep, 

Still brood upon the tide ; 

And his rocks yet keep their watch by the deepi 

To stay its waves of pride. 

But the snow white sail, that he gave to the gakj 

When the heavens looked dark, is gone ;-^ 

As an angel's wing, through an opening cloud, 

Is seen, and then withdrawn. 

The pilgrim exile — sainted name !— 

The hill, whose icy brow 

Rejoiced, when he came, in the morning's flame, 

In the morning's flame bums now. 

And the moon's cold light, as it lay that nigfat 

On the hill-side and the sea. 

Still lies where he laid his houseless head ; — 

But the pilgrim — ^where is he ? 
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lie pilgrim fathers are at rest: 

Hien Summer's throned on high, 

nd the world's warm breast is in yerdure drest, 

lo, stand on the hill where they lie. 

lie earliest ray of the golden day 

In that hallowed spot is cast ; 

nd the evening sun, as he leaves the world, 

Aoks kindly on it last. 

lie pilgrim «jrarii( has not fled: 
walks in noon's broad light ; 
nd it watches the bed of the glorious dead, 
rith the holy stars by night, 
watches the bed of the brave who have bled, 
od shall guard this ice-bound shore, 
in the waves of the bay, where the May-Flower lay, 
lall fi>am and fieeze no more. 
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INFIDELITT. 

BT R. C. SANDS. 

Thou who scomest truths divine, 
Say what joy, what hope is thine ? 
Is thy soul from sorrow free? ■ 
Is this world enough for thee ? 
No ; for care corrodes thy heart. 
Art thou willing to depart? 
No ; tiiy nature bids thee shrink 



•\ 
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From the void abyss's brink. 
Thou mayst laugh, in broad sunshine ; 
Scoff, when 8|)arkle8 the red wine ; 
Thou must tremble^ when deep night 
Shuts the pageants from thy sight. 
Morning comes, and thou bkisphemest; 
Yet another day thou deemest 
Thine ; but soon its light will wane ; 
Then thy warning comes again. 
There 's a morroW with no night — 
Broad and blazing, endless Jight ! 
Should its dawn thy dreams o'ertake, 
Better thou didst never wake ! 
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THE FUTURE. 

BT ANNA M. WELLS. 

The flowers, the many flowers 
That all along the smiling valley grew. 

While the sun lay for hours. 
Kissing from off their drooping lids the dew ; 

They, to the summer air 
No longer prodigal, their sweet breath yield ; 

Vainly,' to bind her hair. 
The village maiden seeks them in the field. 

The breeze, the gentle breeze 
That wandered like a firolic child at play. 
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Loitering mid blossomed trees^ 
iling their stolen sweets along its way, 

No more adyenturesome, 
whispered love \s to the violet given ; 

The boisterous North has come, 
I scared the sportive trifler back to heaven. 

The brook, the Kmpid brook 
it prattled of its coolness, as it went 

Forth from its rocky nook, 
ping with joy to be no longer pent,— 

Its pleasant song is hushed ; — 
I sun no more looks down upon its play ; — 

Freely, where once it gushed, 
I mountain torrent drives its noisy way. 

The hours, the youthful hours, 
en in the cool shade we were wont to he. 

Idling with fresh culled flowers, 
(reams that ne'er could know reality ; — 

Fond hours, but half enjoyed, 
i the sweet summer breeze they passed away. 

And dear hopes were destroyed 
3 buds that die before the noon of day. 

Young life, young turbulent life, 
ike the stream, it take a wayward course, 

T is lost mid folly's strife, — 
•whelmed, at length, by passion's corfoleBB fbree* 

Nor deem youth's bao3rant hours 
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For idle hopes, or useless musings gtvei 

Who dreams away bis powers, 
The reckless slumberer ahall not wake i 



THE BEGGAR. 

ii« ■ nendlcent apiieiind In <n 
I ean«-a1Md with spaimodic alTb 
X, bynn biKatlan orwrnitidiii 
tpgndsace. Tlio Dunr Hod dci 
1 bnut and umi wera dlgSgured 

r UiA meani lo pamper appallla. 
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Ard diou host aecD, thou say st, old mat 

The Lion in his ire, 
When from his stramed and blood shot 

Flashed itut vindictive fire.' 

Aikd thou hast heard, old man, thou saj 

The terror of his roar, 
That echoed 'mid our mountain rocka. 

And laog aioDg our shore. 
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d thou hast stood nnblendiingly 
lis grisly front before — 
len carnage w&ved her drq[iping wing, 
iind drenched the earth with gore. 

d help thee, &ther, fbr the world, 
8 pitiless and cold — • 
theltereth not the shelterless, 
ievereth not the olid. 

, it <;an gazd upon the front 
rhat battle's stamp hath seated ; 
d leave unfilled the withered liiand, 
[^oo weak its blade to wield. 

• 

ly left they not thy weltering corse 

)n Bunker's smoking steep— 

len through ^y brow the deathrshot ploughed 

[liat flirrow broad a9d deep ? 

why on Yorktowu^s crimson plain 
)idst thou not yield thy breath ? 
r better had tliat bloody ^leep« 
ieen the long sleep of death ! 

en hadst thou bled as Warr^ bled, 
knd like Montgomery died — 
y name were chronicled among 
rhe heroes of our pride. 
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GENmS WAKING. 

BT J., a FEBGIYAL. 

Sluiibxr's JbeaTy cbain hath bound 

Where is now thy fire ? 
Feebler wings are gathering round 
' Shall they hover higher ? 
Can no power, no spell, recall theie 

From inglorious dreams? 
O, could glory so appal thee, 

Widi his burning beams! 



Thine was once the highest pinion 

In the midway air ; 
With a proud and sure dominion, 

Thou didst upward bear. 
Like the herald, winged with tightning^ 

From the Olympian throne. 
Ever mounting, ever brightening. 

Thou wert there alone. 

Where the pillared props of heaven 

GHitter with eternal snows, 
Where no dariding clouds are driven, 

Where no finmtain flows — 
Far above the rolling thunder. 

When the surging storm 
Rent its sulphury folds asunder. 

We beheld thy form. 
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O, what rare and heavenly brightnesB 

Flowed around thy plumes. 
As a cascade's foamy whitenesa 

Lights a cavern's glooms! 
Wheeling throjugh the shadowy ocean. 

Like a shape of light, 
With serene and placid motion. 

Thou wert dazzling bright 

From that cloudless region stooping^ * 

Downward thou didst rush, 
Not with pinioii &int and drooping 

But the'tempestVi gush. 
Up again undaunted soaring, 

Thou didist pierce the cloud, 
When the warring winds were roaring 

Fearfully ahd loud. 

Where is now that restless kmging^ 

Afler higher thiogs? 
Come they not, like vimons, thronging 

On their airy wings ? 
Why should not their glow enchant thee 

Upward to their bliss ? 
Surely danger cannot daunt thee 

From a faeafen like diis.* 

But thou slumberest ; fiunt and quiveriiig 

Hangs thy ruffled wing ; 
Like a dove in winter shivering. 

Or a feebler thing. 

i 
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Where is now thy might and opotion, 

Thy imperial flight ? 
Where is now thy heart's devotion ? 

Where thy spirit's light ? 

Hark! his rustling plumage gathers 

Closer to iiis side. 
Close, as when the stonn^-bird weathers 

Ocean's hurrying tide. 
Now his nodding beak is steady — 

Wide his burning eye-* 
Now his opening wings are ready, 

And his aim — how high! 

Now he curves his neck, and proudly 

Now is stretched for flight — 
Hark ! his wings — ^they thunder loudly, 

And their flash — ^how bright ! 
Onward— onward over mountains, 

Through the rock and storm, 
Now, like sanset over fountains, 

FUts his glancing form. 

Glorious bird, thy dream has left thee — 

Thou hast reached thy heaven — 
Lingering slumber hatb not reft thee 

Of the glory given. 
With a bolcly a fearfoes pinion, 

On thy starry rotfd. 
None, to &me's supreme dominion, 

Mightier ever trode. 
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WHITJB ROSES, 

BT I»6VISA F. SMTTB. 

Thet were gathered for a bridal I 

I knew it bgr their hue ; 
Fair an the somraer moonli^t 

Upon the rieeping dew. - 
From their fiur and ^tiry mstera 

They were borne, without a n^ 
For one remembered evening 

To blossom and to die. 

They were gathered for a bridid I 

And fiuBtened in a wreath ;; 
But purer were the roses 

Than the heart that lay beneath ; 
Yet the beaming eye was lovely, 

And the coral lip was fiur, 
And the gazer looked and asked not 

For the secret iiidden ^re» 

They were gathered for a brididf 
Where a thousand torches glistened^ 

When the holy words were qpoken, 
Ai^l the false and fidthless listened 

And answered to the vow 
Whieh another heart had taken 
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Yet he was present then — 
The once loved, the forsaken. 

They were gathered &r a bridal ! 

And now, now they are dying, 
And young Love at the altar 

Of broken &ith is sighing. 
Their summer life was stainless, 

And not like hei^s who wore them ; 
They are faded, and die fiurewell 

Of beauty liijigers o*er thenx! 



THE CORAL INSECT. 

BT LTDIA H. SIOOURNET. 

Toil on ! toil on ! ye ephemeral train, 
Who build in the tossing and treacherous matfi; 
Toil on — ^for the wisdom of man ye mock, 
With your sand-based structures and domes of rod^' 
Your colunms the &thomleas fountains lave, 
And your arches spring up to the crested wave; 
Ye 're a puny raee, thus to boldly rear 
A fiibric BO vast, in a realm so drear. 

Ye Innd the deep with your secret zxme, 
The ocean is sealed, and the surge a stone ; 
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sb wreaths fitm» the coral payement q^ring, 

e the terraced pnde of Aseyna's king ; 

9 turf looks green where the breakers- rolled ;; 

r the whbrlpool lipens the rind of gold ; 

} sea-snatched isle is the home of men, 

I mountains exult where the wave hath been. 

why do ye plant ^neajth the- billows dariL 

> wrecking leef Ibr'the'faUBnt bark ? 

ire are snares enoc^h on the tented field, 
1 the blossomed sweets that the valleys yield ^ 
ive are serpents to eotV ere the flowenr are up ; 
ire-tit a poison dn^ in ipan^ purest eup^ 
!re are foes that wateh for his cradle breath, 
I why need ye sow the floods with death ? 

h mouldering bones the deeps aie whiter 
m the ice-ckd pole to the tropics bright ; 
i memuud hath twisted her fingcars cold 
h the mesh of the sea^boy's curia of gol^ 
I the gods of ocean have fi-owned to see 
» mariner's bed in their hallB of.glee ^^r* 
h earth no grayeiB, that ye thus mast spnaA 

> boundless sea lor the throBging dnd? 

build-^ye build — but ye enter not in^ 
» the tribes whom the desert deyoured In then- 
sin; 
m the land of promise ye fade and die, 
its verdure ^eama fbrdi on your weary eye ^ — 
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And tbou my table — though unwearied tha6 
Hath set hisAgaet on thine i^tered biDW, 

Still can i see ihee in thy spotless prime. 
And in my memory thou «rt livingnow; 

Soon must thou shunber with forgotten dungs. 

The peasant's ashes and the dust ^f kings. 

Thou melancholy mug — thy sober brown 
Hath something penstre in its evening hue, 

Not like the things that please the tasteless ctowi 
With gaudjr streaks of orange and of blue ; 

And I must love thee, for thou art mine own, 

Pressed by my Iq), and pressed by mine alone. 

My broken mirror — faithless, yet beloved, 
Thou who canst smile and smile alike 6n all, 

Pft do I leave thee, oft again return, 
I scorn the siren, but obey the call ; 

{ hate thy felsehood, while I fear diy truth, 

But most I love thee, flattering friend of youth* 

Primeval carpet— «very well-worn thread 
Has slowly parted with its virgin dye ;_ 

I saw thee fade beneath the ceiiseless tread, 
Fainter and fidnter in mine anxious eye ; 

So flies the co\ot from the brightest flower. 

And heaven's own rainbow lives but for an hour 

I love you all— there radiates from our own 
A soul that lives in every tH^Lpd we use ; 
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bore 10 a voice) to other ears unknown, 
Like echoed music answering to its key. 
!he dungeoned captive hath a tale to tell, 
)f every insect in his lonely cell, 
knd these poor finilties have a simple tone, 
All breathes in accents sweet to me alone. 
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THE ARCTIC LOVER TO HIS MISTRESS. 

BT W. C« BBTAIVT. 

Qomt is the long long winter night. 

Look, my beloved one ! 
How glorious, through his depths of light. 

Rolls the majestic sun. 
The willows, waked from winter's death, 
Give out a fragrance like thy breaA — 

The summer is begun ! 

Aye 't is the long bright summer day : 

Hark, to that mighty crash ! 
The loosened ice-ridge breaks away — 

The smitten waters flash. 
Seaward the glitterii^ mountain rides, 
While, down its green translucent sides^ 

The ftamy torrents dash. 

See, love, my boat is moored for thee, 
Qy ooMi^ weedy flocxr^ 
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The pettrel does not skim the sea 

More swiftly tliaii my oar. 
We '11 go where, on tlie rocky isles, 
Her eggs the screanuug sea-fowl piles 

Beside tlie pebbly shore. 

r 

Or, bido thcc where the poppy blows, 
With wind-flowers frail and fair, 

While I, upon this isle of snows, 
Seek and defy the bear ; 

Fierce though he be, and huge of frame, 

This arm his savage strength shall tame, 
And drag him from his lair. ■ 

When crimson sky and flamy cloud 

Bespeak the summer fled, 
And snows, that melt no more, enshroud 

The valleys white and dead, 
I '11 build of ice thy winter home, 
With glistening walls and lucid dome. 

And floor with skins bespread. 

The white fox by thy couch shall play; 

And, from the frozen skies. 
The meteors of a mimic day 

Shall flash upon thine eyes. 
And 1 — ^for such thy vow — meanwhile, 
Shall hear thy voice and see thy imile. 

Till that long midnight fliea 
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STANZAS. 



Stkangb ! that one lightly whispered tone 

Is fiir, fiu* sweetev unto me. 
Than all the sounds that kiss the earth, 

Or breathe along the sea ; 
But Lady, when thy Yoice I greet, 
Not heavenly music seems so sweet 

I look upon the &ir blue skies, 
And nought but empty air, I see ; 

But when I turn me to thine eyee^ 
It seemeth unto me 

Ten thousand ang^ epredd their wings 

Within those little azure rings. 

The lily hath a dofter lea^ 

Than ever western* wind hath fimned, 
But thou shalt have the tender flower, 

So I may take thy hand ; 
That little hand to me doth yield 
More joy than all the bitoidered field. 

O lady ! there be many things 

Tliat seem right fair, below, above. 
But sure not one among them aU, 

Is half so sweet as love- 
Let us not pay our vows alone, 
But join two altars both in one. 
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A FLIGHT OF FAHCT. 

BT PAftS BBIUAMIIt. 



Sweet Fancj, goMen-pituoned bird, 

Once left awhile his stany nest, 
To float upon the breeze that sdired 

The plumage of his gliKening hreai 
Sonwtimea in gem-himg caves delayio 
And then through spicy foregta Btnyit 
He wandered 'mid those blesied ialea 
That dimple Ocean's cheek witb smik 
He dallied with the merry ware, 

And, diving through the glaaey wait 
Brought, in his beak, from its abeU-ca' 

A pearl, Cu^Mflsia's loveliest dau^^b 
Id tbe rich clustering of her hair, 
Hif^t blush with very pride to wear ! 

Then tired of sport like this, he flew 
Altng the deep in beauty sleeping, 
To that sweet dime, whose sky of blu 
Is, with its cbaMened splendor^ 8te< 
A land, whose river's rosy tide 
!■ blushing like a virgin bride. 
Whose mountuns high and emenld v 
Are kisKd by incense-laden gales. . 
And there, o'er ruins ivy-wreathed, 
He heard pure music sweetly breathed 
O'er moesMlecked arch and broken ahi 
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He saw their ancient glory shine. 
Yet here, amid his favorite bowers, 

Where once he dearly loved to dwell, 
In this delicious land of £owers, 

Where Memory, with magic speU, 
Creates new forms of joy and light, 

He could not stay his restless wing ; 
,But, shaking thence the dew-drops bright, 

He plucked the first red rose of spring; 
Then, blending with the heavenly blue, 
Like arrovtry gleam, away he flew. 

Where next did gold-plumed Fancy roam? 

He sought the bright star's Inrightest ray 
That decks his own celestial home, 

And bore it in his glance away. 
Then, when the sunset richly burned, 
Unto the earth once more he turned ; 
And, as his wing grew tired and weak, 

He found a lovely lady's bower. 
And on her hp, and o'er her cheek 

Softly sufiused the pearl and flower; 
Then in her dark eye's brilliancy 

He shot the star-gleam firom his own, 
And, charmed as much as bird could be. 

Flew back to his fiir, starry throne ! 

This happened years ago-— but now. 

Each pretty maiden, when she hears 

Of locks that cluster round a brow, 

9» 
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IVMch, like the BtainleM snow appean{ 
Of cheeks whose mingled red and white 

Are like red roses crushed on pearl ; 
Of eyes whose clear anpl meUow light 

Gleams like a star's where douda unAul}- 
Looks archly up and answers you, 

'That on the very homeliest fiice 
Can Fancy shed his beauteous hue, 

And in a tame expression trace 
A smile as soft as heaven's own blue ; 
That he will seek, through earth and air, 
For charms, to make divinely &ir 
And statue-like, a litde creature, 
Who has a twist in every feature ; 
And deck her so (your pardon craving) 
That she might set ten poets raving ! ' 
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THE DILEMMA. 

BT O. W. HOLMES. 

Now, by the blessed Paphian queen, 
Who heaves the breast of sweet sixteen ; 
By every name T cut on bark 
Before my morning star grew dark ; 
By Hymen's torch, by Cupid's dart. 
By all that thrills the beating heart ; 
The bright black eye, the melting blue, — 
I cannot choose between the two. 



THE DILSMMA. lOJS 

I kid a idflioii in my dreami;-^ 
I WKW a row of twenty beams ; 
From evwy beam a rope was hung. 
In every rope a lover swung. 
I asked the hue of every eye 
That bade each luckless lover die ; 
Ten livid lips said, heavenly Mue, 
And ten accused the darker hue. 

I asked a mamm, which jihe deemed 
With fifirest li^t of beauty beamed ; 
She answered, some thought both were 
Cfive her blue eyes and golden hair. 
I might have liked her judgment well, 
But as she spoke, she rung the bell. 
And all her girls, nor small nor few, 
Came marching in — their eyes were blue. 

I asked a maiden; back she flung 
The k>cks diat round her forehead hung, 
And turned her eye, a glorious one, 
Brifjit as a diamond in the sun. 
On me, unty, beneath its rays, 
I felt as if my hair would blaze ; 
She liked all eyes but eyes of green ; 
She looked at me ; what could she mean ? 

Ah ! many lids Love lurks between. 
Nor heeds the coloring of his screen ; 
And when his random arrows fly. 
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Vhe victim fidlB, but knows not why. 
Gaze not upon his shield of jet. 
The shafl.upon the string is set ; 
Look not beneath his azure veil, 
Though every limb were cased in maiL 

Well both might make a martyr break 
The chain that bound him to the stake, 
And both, with but a single ray, 
Can melt our very hearts away ; 
And both, when balanced, hardly seem 
To stir the scales, or rock the beam ; 
But that is dearest, all the while, 
That wears for us the sweetest smile. 



A LOVE LETTER. 

BY J. G. W, 

O, coMs to me this very eve, for I am all i 
A weeping by my writing desk, and Pa an 

have gone ; — 
They say that you are going off— that Pa hai 

you ill — 
fiut if he has, depend upon 't, his daughter 

will! 
We had that ugly lawyer here, to dine with 

day, 
And Ma took pains to speak to him in her pa 
way — 



A LOVE LETTER. 105 

he said — no matter what she said — the lawyer 

grinned a smUe, 
Jttd fixed his bold assuring glance upon me all the 

while. 

la flays he has a fine estate — a dwelling, rich and 



ijid envies much the fiivored one who may be 

mistress there ; 
iLiid Bfa declares — though not a word of all she 

■ays is true — 
niat he is vastly more polite — and handsomer dian 

you! 
>nifi>und their antiquated whims!— I'm angry 

even now, 
the hot Uood of indignant scorn is mounting to 

my brow — 
I hite their haughty j&vorite— I hate him and his 

gold— 
BMmgfa rich as ancient CroBsus, with lands and 

wealth untold, 

!lh, what 18 wealth where love is not— «nd what la 

yellow gold, 
ro soothe and warm the human heart, when sor- 

rowfiil and cold, — 
Li coldly flash, the northern fires, to make the li|^ 

more dreary, 
o wealth and useless splendor gleam around the 

lone and weary. 
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Pelce for me is — ^where ? O, where ? 
In the grave — and only there 1 

The mom may waken brightly. 
And purple tower and tree ; 
The evening air breathe lightly, 

While men sleep dreamingly } 
But in mom's first blush will the deatfa-flomf 

bloom, 
And the night breeze sweep, o'er my dreamks 
tomb! 



SONNET. 

BT ANNA M. WELLS. 

Thou gorgeous cloud, in gold and purple fhried, 

In thy career, I read a mystery ; — 
For, like the gilded hopes of this strange worid. 

Thou art delusion ; — ^yet I gaze on thee, 
As if thou wert what thou dost seem to be, 

Rolling along the heavens^ — a golden car^— 
'T were fine, amid the stars, a wanderer fi:ee, 

To lie within thy folds, and look a&r 
Over the teeming land, and spariding sea t— 

How pleasant fi^m thy bosom to descry 
Yon monarch mountain that doth tower so high, 

A speck — diminished to the distant eye ^^ 
And cataracts, that pall the ear and aighl, 

Twmkling, like tiny dew-drops ib the U^l 
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MAY. 

BT J. G. PERCIVAL. 

I FEEL a newer life in every gale ; 

The winds, that fan the flowers, 
And with their welcome breathings fill the sail, 
Tell of serener hours, — 
Of hours that glide unfelt away 
Beneath the sky of May. 

The spirit of the gentle south-wind calls 

From his blue throne of air, 
And where his whispering voice in music fiills. 
Beauty is budding there ; 
The bright ones of the valley break 
Their slumbers and awake. 

The waving verdure rolls along tlie plain. 

And the wide forest weaves, 
To welcome back its playful mates again, 
A canopy of leaves ; 
And from its darkening shadow floats 
A gush of trembling notes. 

Fairer and brighter spreads the reign of May ; 

The tresses of the woods. 
With the light dallying of tlie wost-wind play, 

And the full-brimming floods, 

Afl gladly to their goal they run, 

tlail their retumm«r ^^in. 

K 
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THE GLADIATOR, 

BT J. A. J09EB. 

Thet led a lion from his deD, 

The lord of Afric's sun-scorched phun ; 

And there he stood, stem foe of men, 

And shook his flowing mane. 

There 's not of all Rome's heroes, ten 

That dare abide this game. 

His bright eye naught of lighmmg lacked^ 

His Yoice was like the cataract.> I 

They brought a dark-haired man along. 
Whose limbs with gyves of brass were bound; 
Youthful he seemed, and bold, and strong, 
And yet unscathed of wound. 
Blithely he stepped among the throngs 
And careless threw around 
A dark eye, such as courts the path 
Of him, who braves a Dacian's wrath. 



Then shouted the plebeian crowd — 
Rung the glad galleries with the sound ; 
And from the throne there spake aloud 
A voice, * Be the bold man unbound i 
And, by Rome's sceptre yet unbovred^ 
By Rome, earth's monarch crowned, 
Who dares the bold— the unequal strift, 
Though doomed to death, shall save 



THE GLADIATOR. Ill 

Joy was upon tliat dark man's face, 
And thus, with laughing eye, spake he, 

* Loose ye the lord of Zara's waste, 
And let my arms bo free ; 

^ He has a martial heart," thou sayest. 

But oh, who will not be 

A hero, when he fights for life, 

And home, and country, — ^babes, and Mrife. 

* And thus I for tlie strife prepare ; 
The Thracian falchion to me bring ; 
But ask the imperial leave to spmre 
The shield — a useless thing. 
Were I a Samnite's rage to dare. 
Then o'er me should I fling 

The broad orb ; but to lion^s wrath 
The shield were but a sword of lath.' 

And he has bared his shining blade. 
And springs he on the shaggy foe ; 
Dreadful the strife, but briefly played — 
The desert-king lies low. 
His long and loud death-howl is made, 
And there must end the show. 
And when the multitude were cahn, 
The fliYorite freedman took the palm. 

'Kneel down, Rome's emperor beside : ' 
He knelt, tliat dark man ; — o'er his brow 
Was thrown a wreath in crimson died, 
And fliir words gild it now : 



iri T;;K (JLADIATOR. 

*'I'1joii 'rt the i-mveft voiirli tliat ever tried 
To lav a lion low : 

And fioni our i)ri':>(Mico forth thou go'st 
To lead i\w Daciaus ot'oiir host.' 

Tlion fln<liC(l his ch:.'ok, hut not A»ith pride^ 
And grieved and gloomily fpoke he : 
'My cahin ^^tauds where blithely glide 
Proud Danul)e's watei's to the s«'a ; 
1 have a young and l)Ioonruig bride, 
And I have children three ; 
\o Roman wealth nor rank ciui give 
Such joy, as in their arms to hve. 

* My wife sits at the cabin door. 

With tlirobbing heart and swollen eyes ; 

While tears her cheek are coursing o'er, 

She speaks of sundered ties. 

She bids my tender babes deplore 

The death their fatlier dies ; 

She tells these jewels of my home, 

I bleed to please the i-out of Rome. 

* I cannot let these cherul)s stray 
Without their sire's protectmg care ; 
And I would chase the griefs away 
Which cloud my wedded fair.' 

The monarch spoke, the guards obey, 
And gates unclos<?d are ; 
He is gone — no golden bribes divide 
The Daciao from his babes and bride. 
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DIRGE OF ALARIC. 

BT S. EVERETT. 

Aluic the Visigoth stormed and spoiled the city of Rome, and 
u afterwards Iniried in the channel of the rirer Busentius, the 
Iter of which had been diverted from its course that the body 
igbt be interred. 

When I am dead, no pageant train 
Shall waste their sorrows at my bier, 

Nor worthless pomp of homage vain 
Stain it with hypocritic tear ; 

F'or I will die as I did live, 

W'or take the boon I cannot give. 

f e shall not raise a marble bust 

Upon the spot where I repose ; 
^e shall not fawn before my dust, 

In hollow circumstance of woes; 
N'or sculptured clay, with lying breath. 
Insult the clay that moulds beneath. 

Ye shall not pile, with servile toil, 
Your monuments upon my breast, 

Nor yet within the common soil 
Lay down tl o wreck of power to rest; 

Where man crn boast that he has trod 

On him that was * the scourge of God.' 

10* 



116 TO A LADY. 

And bode my northern banners shine 
Upon the conquered Palatine. 

My course is run, my errand done ; 

I go to Him from whom I came ; 
But never yet shall set the sun 

Of glory that adorns my name ; 
And Roman hearts shall long be sick. 
When men shall think of Alaric. 

My course is run, my errand done ; 

But darker ministers of fate, 
Impatient, round the eternal throne, 

And in the caves of vengeance, wait 
And soon mankind shall blench away 
Befixre the name of Attila. 
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TO A LADY, 
WHO GAVE ME A LAUREL LEAF. 

BT C. SHERRY. 

The deathless leaf that bound 

The bald first Caesar's brow ; 
That men of worth have battled for 

From days of old till now; 
For which the statesman toils, 

The poet breathes his songs, 
The patriot dares his country's foe, 

To vindicate her wrongs ; — 



TO A LADY. 117 

Point — to what field of fame ? 

Where shall the conquest be ? 
What hand shall ever twme 

The laurel wreath for me ? 

Say, shall I hope to wake 

Sweet echoes fi^m the lyre, 
And lay a gift upon the shrine 

That bums with holy fire ? 
All, no ! alight praise awaits 

The poet*8 breathing strains ; 
But cold applause or heartless sneer 

May recompense his pains. 
Poems are under jtar in our 

Utilitarian times ; 
And mothers fit)wn, suspicioualy, 

On all who deal in rhymeSi 

Or shall I strive to win 

The warrior's hard earned glory ; 
And leave a name posterity 

Shall read in martial story ? 
Alas, the faded pomp of war ! 

In these pacific days, 
The soldier rests in idleness 

On his uncrimsoned bays ; 
He seldom dreams of conquest, 
^' Save in his morning calls ; 
And wins his proudest laurels^ 

At promenades and balls. 



118 TO A LADT. 

A painter ? It is joy 

To gaze in beauty's eyes; 
To image scenes of faiiy land, 

Green woods and sunny 
But then to work similitudes 

Of ugly chins and noses, 
And give a rosy hue to cheeks 

That never dreamed of roses; 
To see in living subjects charma 

That no one else can see, 
And make a beauty of a fright — 

Would never do for me. 

A statesman ? Shall I talk 

Of burning midnight tapers. 
Speak speeches, quite eztemporoi 

All ready for the papers ; 
Fight duels on demand, 

Write essays by the lot, 
To-day, sit through a long harangue. 

To-morrow, stand a shot? 
Consent to think and act 

As other people bid ? — 
I hardly think I ever can : 

Tm sure I never did. 

Then take again the gift. 
You proffered me but now ; 

That broad and glossy leaf was jduckfld 
To deck a prouder brow. 



A WISH. 119 

But as I tread the path 

Some millions tread beside me, 
May love's kind voice still cheer, 

May friendship's hand stiU guide me ; 
And from the sod that covers me 

May earliest spring flowers grow ; 
Without a stone to bear the name 

Of him who sleeps below. 



A WISH. 

rKOK THE GERMAN OF BIATTHT80N. 

i^ouLD I might once before my spirit sink 
[nto the blest, Elysian world of shades, 
\nnt the happy fields where chiklhood, 
L^)t in its dreams of heaven, joyous reposed. 

■ 

The humble bush, which iiides the linnet-nest 
In its cool shade, waves with a sweeter hum. 
My friend, than all the groves of laurel 
Over the ashes of a conquerer! 

The brook, that cuts the meadow, where a boy 
I gathered violets, runs with a sweeter murmur, 
Through alders which my father planted. 
Hum the Blandusian Eolver fountain. 



liJO THE SEA DIVER. 

The hill, where inaiiy groups of hupp 
Swiug on the hranches of the liuden t 
Delights mc more tliau the high mom 
Batliing its sntiirnit in the gulden sunl 

Would I «iiglit onre, hefore my spirit 
Into th(», blest Klvsian world of shades 
Visit the happy fields where childhoo 
Lupt in its dreams of heaven, joyous i 
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Then may the minister of death, in sr 
His torch extinguish. I will gladly h 
To Xeuophon, and Plato's wisdom, 
And to Anacreon's bright myrtle vnrei 



THE SEA DIVER. 

BY II. W. LOISfGFELLOW. 

My way is on tlie bright blue sea, 
My sleep upon its rocking tide ; 

And many an eye has followed me 
Where billows clasp tlie worn sei 

My plumage bears the crimson bluE 
When ocean by the sun is kissed 

When fades the evening's purplo fli 
My dark wing cleaves the silver i 



THE SEA DIVER. 131 

Full many a &thom down beneath 
The bright areh of the splendid deep. 

My ear has heard the sea ^ell breathe 
O'er living myriads in their deep. 

They rested by the coral throne, 

And by the pearly diadem, 
Where the pale sea-grape had o'ergrown 

The glorious dwellings made for them. 

At night upon my storm-drenched wing, 

I poised above a helmless bark, 
And soon I saw the shattered thing 

Had passed away and left no mark. 

And when the wind and storm had done, 
A ship, that had rode out the gale, 

Sunk down — without a signal gun, 
And none was left to tell the tale. 

I saw the pomp of day depart, — 
The cloud resign its golden crown, 

When to the ocean's beating heart, 
The sailor's wasted corse went down. 

Peace be to those whose graves are made 
Beneath the bright and silver sea ! — 

Peace that their relics there were laid 
With no vain pride and pageantry. 

11 
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THE WINDS. 

BT HANNAH F. GOULD. 

We come, we come ! and ye feel our u 
As we *re hastening on in our boundles 
And over the mountauis, and over the < 
Our broad invisible pinions sweep, 
Like the jgpirit -of Liberty, wild and frei 
And ye look on our works, and own 't : 
Ye call us the Winds, but can ye tell 
Whither we go, or where we dwell? 

Ye mark as we vary oar forms of powc 
And fell the forest, or fan the flower, 
When the hare-bell moves, and the ru£ 
When the tower '« o'erthrown, and the 
As we waft the bark o'er the slumbenn 
Or hurry its crew to a watery grave ; 
And ye say it is we ! but can ye trace 
The wandering Winds to their secret j 

And whether our breath be loud and h 
Or come in a soft and balmy sigh. 
Our threatenings fill the soul with fear, 
Or our gentle whisperings woo the ear 
With music aerial, still 't is we ; 
And ye list, and ye look, but what do j 
Can ye hush one sound of our voice to 
Or waken one note when our numbers 



TO THE HEMORT OF J. CT. 0. BRAIirABD. 

ur dwefling s in the Almighty's hand ; 
''e come and we go at his command, 
bough joy or sorrow may mark our track, 
is will is our guide, and W9 look not back ^ 
ad ]( in our wrath, ye would turn us away,. 
r win us in gentlest air to play, 
ben lift up- your hearts to him who binds, 
r frees, as he will, the obedient Winds* 



rO THE M£MORY OF J. G. C. BRAINARDl 

BT J. e. WHITTIER. 

ONE to the land of silence*~^o the ^adows of the 

dead — 
''ith the green turf on thy bosom, and the gray 

stone at thy head ! 
ath thy spirit too departed ? Doth it never linger 

here, 
^en the dew upon the bending flower is fallmg 

like a tear ? — 
Hien the sunshine lights the green earth like the 

perfect smile of God, 
r when the moonlight gladdens, or the pals 8tax» 

lookabroatP 

last thou lost thy pleasant feOowBhip widk ite 
beautiful of Earth, 



124 TO THE MEMORY OF J. G. C. BRAIKARD. 

With die green trees, aud the quiet streams ammi 

tliy place of birth? 
The wave that wanders seaward-:— the tall, gnf 

hills, whereon 
Lingers, as if far sacrifice, the last light of ths 

sun; — 
The fair of form — the pure of soul — ^the eyes tint 

shone, when thou 
Wast answering to their smile of love — art thou not 

with them now ? 

Thou art sleeping calmly, Brainard — but the &J» 

denied thee when 
Thy way was with the multitude — the Uving tidr 

of men. 
Is burning o'er thy sepulchre— a holy light lod 

strong. 
And gifted ones are kneeling there, to breathe tl^ 

words of song — 
The beautifiil and pure of soul — the lights of Eaidi'i 

cold bowers — 
Are twining on thy funeral-stone a coronal ai 

flowers! 

Ay, freely hath the tear been given — and freely bBtk 

gone forth 
The sigh of grie^ that one like thee should pi0 

away from Earth — 
Yet those who mourn thee, mourn thee not fikv 

those to whom is given 



MORNING TWiaGHT. 125 

^o soothing hope, no Mtosfiil thought of parted 

friends in Heaven — 
Riey feel that thou wast summoned to the Chris* 

tian's high reward, 

eyerlastmg joy of those whose trust is in the 
LonL 



MORNING TWIUGHT. 

BT J. G» PERCIVAL. 

?HE mountains are blue in the morning air, 
Lud the woods are spaiicling with dewy h^t ; 
lie winds, as they wind through the hoUowB, bear 
!lie breath of the blossoms that wake by night. 
I^de o'er the bending meadows roll 
lie mists, like a lightly moving sea ; 
Rie sun is not risen — and over the whole 
[bere hovers a silent mystery. 

Rie pure blue efey is in calm repose ; 
Hie pillowy clouds are sleeping there ; 
h stilly the brook in its covert flows, 
fou would think its murmur a breath of air. 
Fbe water that floats in the ghssy pool, 
lalf hid by the willows that line its brink, 
D Its deep recess has a look so cool, 
fne would worship its nymph, as he bent to drink. 

II* 
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126 AMBinON. 

Pure and beautiful thoughts, at this earl^ 
Go off to the home of the bright and blei 
They steal on the heart with an unseen ] 
And its passionate throbbings are laid at 
O ! who would not catch, from the quiet 
And the mountains that soar in the hazy 
When his harbinger teUs that the sun is 
The visions of bliss that are floating ther 



AMBITION. 

BT JOHN NEAI*. 

I LOVED to hear the war-horn cry, 

And panted at the drum's deep re 
And held my breath, when — flaming ] 
I saw our starry banners fly, 
As challenging the haughty sky, 

They went like battle o'er my soi 
For I was so ambitious then, 
I burned to be the slave— of men. 

I stood and saw the morning light, 

A standard swaying &i and fl*ee \ 
And loved it like the conquering flight 
Of angels floating wide and bright 
Above the stars, above the fight 

Where nations warred for liberty 



ADTDUIUL KKfffTFMLU VB 

And thought I heard the battle cfy 
Of trumpets in the hollow sky. 

I sailed upon the dark-blue deep : 

And shouted to the eaglet soaring ; 
And hung me from a rocking steep, 
When all but eprnta were asleep ; 
And oh, my very soul would leap 

To hear the gallant waters roaring ;; 
For every sound and shape of strife 
To me, was but the breath of life. 

But, I am strangely altered now— 

I love no more the bugle's voiee— 
The rushing wave — the plunging prow— 
The mountain with his clouded brow — 
The thunder when his blue fiddes bow, 
And all the sons of God rejoice — 
I love to dream of tears and sighs 
And shadowy hair and half«hut eyea. 



AUTUMNAL NIGHTFALL, 

BT H. W. LONOFEUiOW. 

Rouio) Autumn's mouldering unir 
Loud mourns the chill and cheerless gale. 
When nigfat&ll shades the quiet vale. 

And stars in beauty bum. 



IflB AUTUMNAL HIOBTFALL 

T 'is the year's eyendde. 
The wind,— like one that ngfas in pauif 
O'er joys that ne'er will bloom again. 

Mourns on the &r hillnride. 

And yet my pensive eye 
Rests on the fiiint blue mountain long, 
And for the fidiy-Umd of song, 

That lies beyond, I sigh. 

The moon unveils her brow ; 
In the mid-sky her urn glows bright, 
And in her pale and mellow light 

The valley sleeps below. 

I stand deep munng here, 
Beneath the dark and motionless beech. 
Whilst wandering winds of nightfitll reacl 

My melancholy ear. 

The air breathes chill and free ; 
A Spirit, in soft music, calls 
From Autumn's gray and moss-grown ha 

And round her withered tree. 

The hoar and mantled oak, 
With moss and twisted ivy brown. 
Bends in its lifeless beauty down 

Where weeds the fountain choke. 

Leaves, that the night-wind bean 
To earth's cold bosom with a sigh, 



Are types of our mortalitj, 
Ami of our fading years. 

The tree that shades the pl&in, 
Wasting and hoar as time decays, 
Spring shall renew with cheerful dayi^ — 

But not my joys agaio. 



A FARTING SOJSfO. 

BT J. W. inLLER. 

This autumn-close — this autunm-close — 

With aU Its rich delights, 
Its high and blue and silent days,. 

Its deep and holy nights ; 
]\Iy memory shall turn to them 

From all its vagrant flights. 

The painted fields, the burnished clouds^ 
The gold embroidered floods, 

The autumn's glanee on all the hiUs, 
His mantle on tlie woods. 

Shall be, through waning winter moons^ 
To me as present goods* 

r ye stood upon thy hiUs, &ir land» 

When morning filled the sky^ 
And over unlearning sea and isle 



ISd SONG. 

I kneel before thy gorgeous throne, 

Upon thy footstool, King of kings ! 
And, gazing on the glories strewn 

Btteatli the Holy Spirit's brings, 
AbJM and weak my awe-statick heart 

Would fix»m thy dreadful presence flee, 
I( -Saviour, thou didst not impart 

Rays of undying hope to me. 

As yonder faint and glimmering star 

Receives its lustre from the sun, 
Though from its fiery splendors far ; 

So from thy love. Almighty One, 
My spirit drinks immortal light. 

Oh, never may that light decay. 
But, like yon diamond of the night 

In heaven's own beauty melt away. 
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SONG, 

BY EDWARD C. PINCKXEY. 

We break the glass, whose sacred wine 

To some beloved health we drain, 
Lest future pledges, less divine, 

Should e'er the hallowed toy profane ; 
And thus I broke a heart that poured 

Its tide of feeling out for thee, 
In draughts, by after-times deplored. 

Yet dear to memory. 



LIxNES. 133 

But still tlie old impafeioned ways 

And habits of my mind remain, 
And still unhi^py light displays 

Thine image chambered in m^ fejrfhr 
And still it looks as when the houi^Pr 

Went by like flights of singing bu^ 
On tliat soft chain of spoken flowers, 

And airy gems, thy words. 
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LINES, 

BT J. O. FERCIVAL. 

The memory of joys that are past.' — Oanan, 

Tbxke are now the flowers that once detained me 
ike a loiterer on my early way ? 
Hiere the fragrant wreaths that sofUy chained me, 
^en young life was like an in&nt's play ? 

^ere they but tlie fancied dreams, that hover 

Aund tlie couch where tender hearts repose ? $ 

^nly pictured veils that brightly cover 

Ttih their skyey tints a world of woes ? i 

Pbey are gone — ^l)ut Memory loves to cheni^ 
Jl tiieir swecmcss in her deepest core. 
Ih ! the recollection cannot perish, 
niough the eye may never meet them more. 

13 



134 SUNRISE ox THE HILLS. 

Tliere are hopes, tlmt like enchantment brighten 
Gaily in the van of coining years ; 
They are.neiH;r met — and yet they lighten, 
When vM^k in sorrow and in tears. 

When the present only tells of anguish, 
Then we know their worth, and only then : 
O ! the wasted heart will cease to languish, 
When it thhiks of joys that might have been. 

Age, and suffering, and want, may sever 
Every link, that bound to life, in twain : 
Hope — even Hope may vanish, but forever 
Memory with her visions will remain. 
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SUNRISE ON THE HILLS. 

BY H. W. LONGFELLOW, 

I STOOD upon the hills, when heaven's wide arch 
Was glorious with the sun's returning march, 

And woods were brightened, and soft gales 

Went forth to kiss the sun-clad vales. 
The clouds were far beneath me : — ^bathed in ligfat 
They gathered mid- way round the wooded heigl^ 

And in their fading glory shone 

Like hosts in battle overthrown. 
As many a pinnacle with shifting glance, 
Through the gray mist thrust up its shattered lanot^ 



SUNRISE ON THE HILLS. 185 

And rocking on the cliff was left 
The dark pine blasted, bare, and cleft, 
be veil of cloud was lifted, — and below 
lowed the rich valley, and the riyer%.flav 
Was darkened by the forest's shade^ 
Or glistened in the vrhhe cascade, 
iHiere upward in the mellow blush of day 
he noisy bittern wheeled his spiral way. 

I heard the distant waters dash — 
I saw the current whirl and flash — 
nd richly by the blue lake's silver beach 
'he woods were bending with a silent reach. 
Then o'er the vale with gentle swell 
The music of the village beU 
ame sweetly to the echo-giving hills, 
nd the wild horn, whose voice the woodland fills 
Was ringing to the merry shout 
That faint and ftu* the glen sent out, 
^here, answering to the sudden shot, thin smoke 
hrough thick-leaved branches fix>m the dingle 
broke. 

If thou art worn and hard beset 

With sorrows that thou wouldst forget^ — 
thou wouldst read a lesson that will keep 
ly heart fi^m fiunting and thy soul fix>m deep, 

Go to the woods and hills ! — ^nok tean 

Dim the sweet look that nature 
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136 AMERICA TO GREAT BRITAIN 

AMERICA TO GREAT BRITAIN. 

BT WASHINGTON ALLSTON. 

All hall ! tliou noble land, 
Our fiithers* native soil I 
O stretch thy mighty hand, 
Gigantic grown by toil, 
O'er the vast Atlantic wave to our sftiore : 
For thou, vnth magic might, 
Canst reach to where tlie light 
Of PlioBbus travels bright 
The world o'er ! 

The Genius of our clime. 

From his pine-embattled steep, 
Shall hail the great sublime ; 
While the Tritons of the deep 
With their conchs the kindred league shall prodain, 
Then let the world combine — 
O'er the main our naval line. 
Like the milky way, shall shine 
Bright in fame ! 

Though ages long have passed 
Since our fatliers left their home, 

Their pilot in the blast, 
O'er untravelled seas to roam, — 
Yet lives the blood of England in our veins ! 

And aball we not proclaim 



1 



AMERICA TO QREAT BRITAIK. 137 

That blood of houest &me, 
Which no tyranny ,can tame 
By its chains ? 

While the language, free and bold, 

Which the barcl of Avon sung, 
In which our Milton told 

How the vault of heaven rung^ 
/hen Satan, blasted, fell with all his host ; 
While this, with reverence meet, 
Ten thousand echoes greet, 
From rock to rock repeat 
Round our coast ; 

While the manners, while the arts, 

That mould a nation's soul, 
Still chng around our hearts. 

Between let Ocean roll, 
UT joint communion breaking with the Sun : 
Yet, still, from either beach. 
The voice of blood shall reach, 
More audible than speech, 
* We are One ! ' 

12* 
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LOVE UNCHANGEABLE. 

BT R. DAWES. 

Yes ! still I love thee — ^Time who sets 

Hifl signet on my brow, 
And dims my sunken eye, forgets 

The heart he could not bow ; — 
Where love, that cannot perish, grows 
For one, alas ! that little knows 

How love may sometimes last ; 
Like sunshine wasting in the skies, 

When clouds are overcast 

The dew-drop hanging o'er the rose, 

Within its robe of light, 
Can never touch a leaf that blows, 

Though seeming^ to the sight ; 
And yet it still will linger there. 
Like hopeless love without despur, — 

A snow-drop in the sun ! 
A moment fuiely exquisite, 

Alas ! but only one. 

I would not have thy married heart 

Think momently of me, — 
Nor would I tear the cords apart. 

That bind me so to thee ; 
No ! while my thoughts seem pure and 
Like dew upon the roses wild, 



THE STAR AND THE LILY. 139 

I would not have thee know, 
The stream that seems to thee so still, 
Has such a tide below ! 

£nough ! that in delicious dreams ■ 

I see thee and forget — 
Enough, that when the morning b^ams, 

I feel my eye-lids wet ! 
Yet, could I hope, when Time shall &11 
The darkness for creation's pall, 

To meet thee — and to love, — 
I would not shrink from aught below, 

Nor ask for more above. 
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THE STAR AND THE LILY. 

HE sun stepped down from his golden throne, 

And lay in the sUent sea, 

nd the Lily had folded her satin leaves, 

For a sleepy thing was she ; 

That was the Lily dreaming about ? 

O what is that to you ? 

nd why did she open her drooping lids 

And look at the sky so blue ? 

he Rose is cooling his burning cheek, 
In the lap of the breathless tide — 
hou hast many a sister fresh and &ir. 
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143 TO MT OieAS. 

Thou 'rt like the man of worth, who gives 

To goodness every day, • 
The odor of whose virtues lives, 

When he has passed aviray. 

When in the lonely evening hour, 

Attended but by thee, 
O'er history's varied page I pore, 

Man's fate in thme I see. 

Oil as thy snowy column grovirs. 

Then breaks and falls away, 
I trace how mighty realms have rose, 

Thus tumbled to decay. 

Awhile like thee earth's masters bum. 
And smoke and flrnie around. 

And then like thee to ashes turn, 
And mingle with the ground. 

Life's but a leaf adroitly rolled, 
And time's the wasting breath, 

That late or early, we behold. 
Gives all to dusty death. 

From beggar's firieze to monarch's robe, 
One conmion doom is passed. 

Sweet nature's works, the swelling giobOi 
Must all bum out at last 
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TO THE SOUTH WIND. 143 

And what is he who smokes thee now ? — 

A little moving heap. 
That soon like thee to &te must bow, 

With thee in dust must sleep. 



But though thy ashes downward go. 
Thy essence rolls on high ; 

Thus when my body must lie low, 
My soul shall cleave the sky. 
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TO THE SOUTH WIND. 

BT J. W. MILLER. 

XMT breeze firom the blossomy South, 
Bsing my lips with thy tender mouth, 
luching my forehead witli delicate hand, 
fling my hair up with breath so bland, 
id bathing my head with scents of flowers, 
me from the laps of Soutliem bowers, — 
In^ breeze, I behold not thee, 
t oh ! how beautifbl thou must be ! 

ly — wilt thou stay, sweet breeze ! — ah I now 
liath fled away fh>m my lip and brow ; 
ere, over the plain its wide robe spreads, 
d the gentle flowers are bending their heads ; 
lath entered the wood, — the beautiful breeze! 
ear its music among the trees ; 
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And now it is passing over the river, 
I know by the water's timid quiver. 

Balmy breeze ! — I behold not thee, 
But, Oh ! how beautiful thou must be i 
Come, thou breeze, from the bloomy SoDtby 
Kiss my lips with thy tender mouth ; 
Touch my brow with thy delicate hand, 
And take me away to thy Southern land ; 
Then never, breeze invisible, roam, 
But dwell with me in thy spirit's home. 
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LOVE. 

BT F. G. HALLECK. 



-The imperial votaress passed on 



In maiden meditation, fancy free. 

Midmmnur's ^rSgkt Drm 

Shall I never see a bachelor of three-score again ? 

Bbnxdiot, tnJtfttcAwfdo aiotUJVWAn 

When the tree of love is budding first, 

Ere yet its leaves are green, 
Ere yet, by shower and sunbeam nurst 

Its in&nt life has been ; 
The wild bee's slightest touch might wring 

The buds from off the tree. 
As the gentle dip of the swallow's wing 

Bleaks the bubbles on the sea. 
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\ut when its open leaves have found 

A home m the free ur, 
lock them, and there remains a wound 
s^fkat.erer rankles there. 
SlUtfight of hope and happiness 

Is felt when fond ones part, ^ 

Lnd the bitter tear that follows is 

The life-blood of the heart 

^en the flame of knre is kindled first, 

T is the fire-fly's light at even, 
r is dim as wandering stars that burst , 

In the blue of the smnmer heaven. 
L breath can bid it bum no more, 

Or if^ at times, its beams 
knne on the memory, they pass o'er 

Like shadows in our dreams. 

kit when that flame has blazed into 

A being and a power, 
knd smiled in scorn upon the dew 

That fell in its first warm hour, 
r IB the flame dial curls round the martyr's head. 

Whose task is to destroy ! 
r is the lamp on the altars of the dead. 

Whose light is not of joy ! 

Smb cnnb, even in their hour of birth, . -^ 

^Vhe Inftm buds of Love, 

hd tread his growing fire to earthy 

18 
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Ere H is duk in clouda above ; 
Chniah do more a cyprese tree 

To flhkde ih J fiiture yeais, 
Nor tiune a heart-flBme that may b 

Quenched only with thy tears. 



HIGHLAND BALLAJ 
THE HIN8TBEI.. 

Fua lot befall the minstrel ! 

Bright sky anil shadelesg ei 
Read ye what his deep eyea 1 

The wizard poet's birth— 
Ye spritea, whose charge of c 

Is over land and sea, 
To breathe the tints of beant] 

And rear the strong and fit 

Let eppag for him the foonta 

And qiread for him the tw 
Vik high the "battled motinta 

Unfold the ample fiower ; 
Let all be for the minstrel, 

For he is bom of them,^ 
To weave for him ths M>ng4{ 

To stud hie diadem. 
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Trace ye his boundless empire 

Upon the midnight air, 
With pencils of the red fire — 

He widks a monarch there ! 
Nevis be his high altar, 

Its clouds his temple dome, 
His brave heart shall not fiiher — 

The minstrel-priest shall coma 

And when the day is glowmg 

Above the windless deep, 
The glassy waves are flowing 

With slow and idle sweep. 
Then launch him in a light boat 

Upon the slumbering main. 
That he may know what dreams float 

O'er ocean's mighty brain. 

And fair be&ll the minstrel 

Within the homes of men ! 
Ye fidry elves that aye dwell 

By highland hill and glen, 
Lead ye his fi)otsteps ever. 

At rosy dawn and eve, 
When bright leaves toss and quiver, 

And pearly dew-nets weave. 

In princely halls of wassail 
Fill him the cup of cheer. 
While o^er the conqueror's festal 
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THE SILImAlD'S BONG. 

His lurp is linging cledr; 
And in the liuinble shealing 

Spread fresli hia heather bed, 
That dreanis from perfbme Aea 

May wreath his Bleeping bead 

So through life'i deserts dreai^, 

Lone waae and busy town, 
His step may ne'er grow weary, 

His smoodi brow never frown 
And when his quick glance dun 

From au|^t of earth or ur. 
Breathe o'er hia rest soft numbe 

So let hia lot be fur! 



THE HERHAID'S BONO, 
•r B. r. ootiLD. 

Com, mariner, down in the deep wiA 
And hide thee under the wave — 

For I have a bed of coral fbr ibee ; 

And quiet and sound shall thy alumboi 
In a cell in the Hermud's cave. 

On a [rillow of pearls thine eyedtalldi 

And nothing disturb thee there ; 
^e fishes their ulent vigils ihall keep- 
There shall be no gnas thy grave to sn 
Bat die (ilk of the Hannaid'a hair. 



THE SHOWER. 149 

) who is waiting with cheek so pule, 
e tempest and ocean roar ; 
eps when she hears the menacing gale, 
\ to behold her mariner's sail 
whitening up to the shore. 

not long to Unger for thee ; — 
arrows shall soon be 6*er ; 
cord shall be broke and the prisonar ftee, 
shall close ; and her dreams will be 
eet she will wake no more ! 



THE SHOWER. 

BT J. W. MILLER. 

deasant rain ! — ^the pleasant rain ! 
fits it plashing falls 
angling leaf and dimpling pool,— 
V sweet its wamin{i^ calls! 
know it — all the bosomy vales, 
h slopes^ and verdant meeds ; 
ueenly elms and princely oaks, 
7 down their gratefhl heads. 

withering grass, and fiiding flowerti 

I drooping shrubs look gay ; 

ubbly brook, with gladlier song, 

3 on its endless way : 
13* 
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AU things of earth — the gratefiil things ! 

Put on then* robes of cheer, 
They hear the sound of the-wammg bunt, 

And know the ram is near. 

It comes ! it comes ! the pleasant rain ! 

I drink its cooler breath, 
It is rich with nghs of hunting flowen 

And loees' fragrant death ; 
It hath kissed the tomb of the lily itale. 

The beds where yiolets die, 
And it bears their life on its living wings — 

I feel it wandering by. 

And, yet, it com^ ! the lighming's flash 

Hath torn the lowering cloud, 
With a distant roar, and a nearer crash. 

Out bursts the thunder loud. 
It comes, with the rush of a god's desoeitt 

On the hushed and trembling earth, 
To visit the shrines of the haDowed grovw 

Where a poet's soul had birth. 

With a rush, as of ja thousand 8|eed% 

Is the mighty gods' descent ; 
Beneath the weight of his pasBing tiead, 

The conscious groves are bent 
His heavy tread — tt is lighter now — 

And yet it passeth on ; 
And now it is up^ with a sudden lift^ 

The pleasant rain hath gone. 
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The pleasant rain ! — the pleasant rain ! 

It hath passed above the earth, 
I see the smile of the opening cloud, 

Like the parted lips of mirth. 
The golden joy is spreading wide, 

Along the blushing west, 
And the happy earth gives back her smiles, 

Like the glow of a grateful breast 

As a blessing sinks in a grateful heart, 

That knoweth all its need, 
So came the good of the pleasant rain, 

O'er hill and verdant mead. 
It shall breathe this truth on the human ear. 

In hall and cotter's home. 
That to bring the gift of a bounteous heaven 

The pleasant rain hath come. 



HIS CAPTORS TO ANDRE. 

BT J. W. MILLER. 

Look on us^ firiton ! readest thou 

Aught base or craven here ? 
On these swart hpa aad toU-wom biowa 

Is stamped the sign of fbar? 
Look, man of courts, for knowest thou not 

Rude arms aad peasantF-Yest 
Are lightnings in a patriot's grasp, 

Pipoof-mail upon his breast? 
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Go to ! we would not wrong the truth 
That fills thy nohle eye ; 

That broad, pale forehead's lift of pride 
V Should take no shamefiil dye ; 

We would not that a bribe should be 
Clasped in a brave man's hxM — 

'T is a base weapon, vainly drawn- 
Briton ! put up thy gold ! 

Nor hope thou thus by prayer or threat 

To go hence free and proud ; 
Hovr faintly falls the speech of man 

When God's deep voice is loud ! 
God and our country ! hallowed words 

Breathe it but in thy heart — 
Briton ! then crave us that we bid 

A mortal foe depart 

Within our souls there is a voice — 

Within our eyes a fire — 
Leaving to pity's moan no ear, 

No glance to low desire : 
Our country's wrongr-our country's hop»^ 

Are vmtten on heaven's vraH-^ 
We may but read that lightning scroU--> 

Hear but its tnunder call. 

We may but meet thee as a lbei» 

Lead thee but as a slave — 
Startest thou? yet ffaat proud Ibnn may bow 
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\ 

To fill a felon's grave ! 
Go thou with us — our last resolve 

Perchance thy doom — ^is UM — 
TliiDkest thou to buy a padiot's soul ! 

Briton! put up thy gold ! 
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FUNERAL OF THE OSAGE WARRIOR. 

BT LTDU H. SieOURNXT. 

A woBTT form lay stretched and cold 

Beside his last retreat, 
Xhe qiear was in his mantle's fold, 

The quiver at his feet ; ^^ 

Grave, hoary men with stifled moan JP 

Moved on sedate and slow, 
VHule woman's shrill, unheeded tone 

Broke ferth in lawless wo. 

Strange sight !— amid that fimeral train 

A lofty steed stood nigh, 
Vnth arching neck and curling mane. 

With bold, yet wondering eye. 
But when the wail grew wild and loud, 

ffis fiery nostril ^read, 
•Aa though he heard the war-whoop proud 

And rushed to carnage red. 
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* Steed of the winds ! — thy lord doth roam 

Gay through the spirit's land, 
Where no pale tyrants eye shall come 

To frown on die happy band. 
When o'er the night, like meteor streams 

The lamp of their revels free, 
His hunting spear in lightning gleams, 

And he waits, he calls for thee. 

He must not at the chase be late, 

He, of the soul of fire. 
Haste ! Haste ! '-^^e death-shot seals his &te, 

With sharp and sudden ire. 
One leap, — one groan, — end all was hushed,— 

He bowed his noble head. 
And fi«e the deep, red streamlet gushed 

To lave his master's bed. 

Sad groups to guard thei^ chieftain's clay 

The tumulus prepare. 
While low a weeping mourner lay 

With dark, dishevelled hair. 
And when the evening star is bright, 

Full oft her widowed cry, 
Goes forth upon the stilly night, 

* Why warrior, — didst thou die ? ' — 
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STANZAS. 

BT LTDIA H. SIOOUIUfET. 

Thkt dreail no storm that lowers, 

No perished joys bewail. 
They pluck no thorn-clad flowers, 

Nor drink of streams that fail, 
There is no tear-drop in their eye, 

No change upon their brow. 
The placid bosom heaves no sigh, 

Though all earth's idols bow. 

Who are so greatly blest ? — 

From whom hath sorrow fled ? — 
Who share such deep, unbroken rest. 

While all things toU ?— The dead ! 
The holy dead !— why weep ye so 

Above the sable bier ? — 
Thrice blessed ! — ^they have done widi wo, 

The living claim the tear. 

Go to theu: sleeping bowers. 

Deck their low couch of clay 
With early spring^ uncolored flowers, 

And when they fiide away, 
Tliink of the amaranthine wreath 

The bright bowers never dim. 
And tell me why thou flyest from death 

Or hidest thy fiiends fix)m him ? — 
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Wo dreaiu but they awoke, 

Dark visions mar our rest, 
Through thorns and snares our way we tain^ 

And yet we niourii the blest ! 
For those who throng the eternal Throne 

Lost are the tears we shed, — 
They are tlie living, — ^they alone j ' 

Whom thus we coll the dead. 



PHILOSOPHY. 

BT C. SHERRY. 

It was a fleeting passion, brief and vain, 

As the mere shadow of an idle dream, 

And bound me slightly as a silken chain ^ 

Might bind the flowing breeze or floating fltnttS 

It hap|)ened thus — I met her, called her detf, 

And whispered loving nonsense in her ear. 

It grew upon me, and in time I came 
To think upon her often when away ; I 

And yet more brightly burned the risiDg flame; 
And, while her image haunted me by day, 
Oft to my nightly visions came the glance, 
That beamed so sweetly in the evening dance. 

Thus it went on. It wasno fiiult of mSna 
That I should dearly love to sit and talk with ht 
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f 

lat in the moonlight or the bright star shine, 
[lought it very sweet indeed to walk with her ; 
id chat of hatfa ipillon pretty things, 
hich beauty's presence to your tongue's end 
brings. 

vns not far from twenty, and the fairy, 

ithin some seven years, was about the same ; 

r the rhyme's sake we 11 call our beauty Mary, 

tough I assure you that is not her name : 

»;use my noting names and ages so, 

:t then I thought that you might like to know. 

e loved me, often promised that her love 

ould cling to me, while she should cling to Hfe | 

e caUed upon the burning stars above, 

id whispered something of that sweet word, wife ; 

It what is endless love, except where cash is? 

le fabled fruit of blooming gilded ashes. 

> you like letter-reading? if you do, 

lave some twenty dozen very pretty ones ; 

ly, sober, rapturous, solemn, very true, 

id very lying — stupid ones, and witty ones ; 

1 gilt edged paper, bhie perhaps or pink, 

id frequently in fancy colored ink. 

id then the seals — a silver cresent moon, 
ith half a line of melting French or Latin; 
le flower which has an eye as bright as nooOt 
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« 

And leaf as delicate as softest satio, 

Called the Forget-me-not, but known as wcD 

By twenty names 1 cannot stop to tell — 

A leaf witli half a dozen words, that mean 
** I only change in death ; ' a gentle dove, 
With an Italian motto — you have seen 
Fifty just like them, if you've been in love 
And had occasion to write billet-doux, 
Or had them written in return to you. 

Do you like trinkets ? I have chains and ringi^ 
And ringlets of her own dark, glossy hair, 
Lockets, and favors, and the little things. 
That gentlemen in love are wont to wear^ 
Among the rest a pair of hearts — ^in token 
Of her own faithlessness, one heart is broken! i 

Now who would think it? I am v^ry quiet, 
And not disposed to murmur at tlie sex, 
And though, I fancy, if disposed to try it 
I might tell tales that would be apt to vex 
Some pert coquettes—yet, tal^e them on the wfaok 
You very seldom find one witli a soul. 

It was a very charming autumn night, 
When forest leaves bad not yet changed their bfl 
The many sentinel stars were shining bright 
In the overarching sky's unclouded blue ; 
And every thing, around us and above. 
Breathed sweetest incense to our vows of love. 



FHICOSOPHT. 1581 

Eiat auauxm eveniug I remember yet, 
"was so fiill of joy ; and you may say, 
bat I Bad little reason to forget 
ich an occasion to my dying day ; 
parted from her at eleven or past, 
Dd little thought that parting was our last. 

knew there was a rival in the case*, 
very rich and' very stupid fellow ; 
^ith bushy whiskers on an ugly face, 
nd a complexion not a little yellow ; 
iz feet in height, and of a stately carriage,. 
Ad of an age to make a prudent mar^age*. 



ka that did not diminish my surprise, 
Vhen, on the very afternoon succeeding, 
i black-sealed billet met my startled eyes, 
'^ed to the brim with entertaining reading 
t was, indeed, most singularly phrased, 
bd left me quite peculiarly amazed. 



Ihe was extremefy sorry, on her soul, 
loped I might still continue as a brother, 
hit circumstances, she could not control, 
'breed her, alas ! to marry with another ; 
jid fiiends, regardless of her deep aftection^ 
lad interfered to sever our connexion ! 

am not of the &mily of Stoics, 

Jid thought at first of nothing short of deadi ; 
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And fen into the most insane heroics, 
And raved till altogether out of breath ; 
Then took a little walk to make my mind up, 
On some fit means my sh9rt career to wind upi 

Philosophy, however, is the only 
Balm for the evils of this changing life ; 
It soothes alike the married and the lonely, 
Healing the ill of maiden or of wife ; 
Husbands and youthful bachelors may find, too^ 
A solace in it when they have a mind to. 

And so I called it one more bubble broken, 
Another vision faded quite away. 
Another trusted promise falsely spoken, 
Another star gone out, another ray 
Of the proud sun extinguished, and so on 
Till all my words and similes were gone. 



I left my lodgings in the morning stage. 

And spent a few weeks in a southern city ; 

My mind returned to me before an age, 

And some few faces once again seemed pretty; 

I found some cheeks as delicate as roses, 

Some cherry lips, bright eyes, and well cut noMi 

And when again the city of my birth 
Was gladdened with my presence, then agun 
The skies were blue and starry, and the earth 
Covered with snow and fi-ost work ; but the tfof 
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riover ttnehangieable and burning pasnon, 
'uB soon forgotten in the rounds of &sluon« 

)ften see her in the bright saloon, 
id sometimes turn her in the gay cotillion f 
It all in vain, for she must marry soon, 
ith her old, ugly, cvabbedy. half a million ; 
e meet like strangers silent and unmoved, 
ithout a glance to tell that we have loved* 

uy ! my k>ve wa» centred all in thee, 

ith thought of thee my every hope was bkodisd ; 

It, as the shadow flits along the sea, 

r dream has vanished, and my vision ended ;. 

d when thy lover leads thee to the ahai^ 

r cheek shall never blanch, nor my voice fidten. 

ope that heaven may crown thy lijfe with joy%. 

ope, sincerely, as a friend or brother, 

at many curly-headed girls and boys 

y in due time appear to caU thee mother ;: 

ope, besldefl^ that all of them may be 

>re true in fiotfa, than thou has( been, to me- 

reweU ! my 1^ may wear a careless: smiSa, 
' lips may breathe the very soul oTlighmesa^ 
t the touched hearc must deeply feel the whiles 
at life has lost a portion of its brightnes; 
d woman's l6ve shall never be a chain, 
bind me ta its nothingness again' 
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A HEALTH. 



BT EDWARD C. riNKIfZT, 



II 



I FILL this cup to one made up of lovelineas akMM^ 1 ] 
A woman, of her gentle sex the seeming pangoo; ^i 
To whom the better elements and kindly staie htia 

given 
A form so &ir, that, like the air, 't is lesB of Midi 

than heaven. 

Her eveiy tone is music's own, like those of] 

ing birds, 
And something more than melody dwells ent k 

her words ; 
The coinage of her heart are they, and from her 

Ups each flows 
As one may see the burdened bee forth issue from 

the rose. 



Affections are as thoughts to her, the. measure of 

her hours ; * 

Hw feelings have the fragrance and ti^ ^eahnMSol 

young flowers; 
And lonely passions changing oft, so fill her, As 

i^pears 
The image of themselves by turns— the id^ of pail 

years. 
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f Iier fari^t ftee one fiance will traee apietiirar 

on the brain, 
nd of her voice in eehoing hearts a Bound must 

lon^ remain ; 
at memory such as mine of her so very much 

endean^ 
^hen death is ni^ my latest sigh wffl notbe lift^ 

bathers. 

£01 this cap to one made up of loveliness alone, 
woman, of her gentle sex the seeming paragon— 
er health ! and would on earth there stood some 

more of such a fi-ame, 
bat life might be all poetry, and weariness a nam6» i 
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TO A CHILD. 



* Tlie memory of thy name, dear one, 

Livee in my In Jiost heart, . 
Unked with a tbouMmd bopee and fean^. 

Tkat wlU not thence depart.* 

HiiiGS of high import sound I in thme ears, 
Dear child, thou§^ now thou mayest not fed 

their power, 
ut hoard them up, and in thy coming years 
Forget them not; and when earth^i temperti 

lower, 
tuljannitn uuto thee shsU they be. 
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To gifs tfa J weak arm strength, to make thy dki 
eye see. 

8eA TRUTH-4hat pure, celestial Truth, "wbm 

birth 
Was in the heaven of heavens^ deai^ acni 

shrined. 
In reason's light Not oft she viols earth ; 
But her majestic port the willing mind. 
Through fiiith, may sometimes see. Give her df 

soul, 
Nor fiint, thou^ eiror's surges loudly 'gainst thes 

roll 

J 
Be FESK — not chiefly from the iron cham, T 

But from the one which passion forges; be 
The master of thyself! If lost, regain 

The rule o'er chance, sense, circumstance. Bt 
free. 
TVample thy proud lusts proudly 'nealh thy feet, 
And stand erect, as for a heavrai-bom one is meeL 

Seek ViKTUE. Wear her armor to the fight; 

Then, as a virrestler gathers strength from striA^ 
Shah thou be nerved to a more vigorous mi^ 

By each contending, turbulent ill of life. 
Seek Virtue ; she alone is all divine ; 
And, having found, be strong in God's own mnagk 
and thine. 
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miuTS— Feeeixom — ^ViBTux — these, desr cbild^ 
have power, 
If rightly cherished, to uphold, snstam, 
A.iid bless thy spirit, in its darkest hour: 

Neglect them — thy celestial gzfls are vaiii — 
In dost shall thy weak wing be dragged and soiled ^ 
7*hy soul be crushed 'neath ^ud» for which it 
basely toiled. . 
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HYMN OF NATURE. 

BT W, B. O. P£ABODT. 

6oD of the earth's extended plains ! 

The dark green fields contented lie : 
The noountains rise like holy towers. 

Where man might commune with the sky r 
The tall clifT challenges the storm 

That lowers upon the vale below. 
Where shaded fountains send their streams, 

With joyous music in their flow. 

God of the dark and heavy deep I 
The waves lie sleeping on the sands, 

Till the fierce trumpet of the storm 
Hath summoned up their thundering band*; 

Then the white sails are dashed like ifoam,. 
Or hurry^ trembling, o?er the seas,. 
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Tin, calmed by thee, the sinking gale 
Serenely breathes. Depart in peace. 

God of the forest's dolemn shade ! 

The grandeur of the lonely tree, 
That wrestles singly with the gale, 

Lifts up admiring eyes to thee; 
But more majestic far they stand, 

When, side by side, their ranks they form, 
To wave on high their plumes of green, 

And fight their battles with the stonn. 

Ck>d of the light and viewless air ! 

Where summer breezes sweetly flow, 
Or, gathering in their angry might. 

The fierce and wintry tempests blow; 
All — firom the evening's plaintive sigh. 

That hardly lifts the drooping flower. 
To the wild whirlwind's midnight cry — 

Breathe forth the language of thy power. 

Crod of the ftdr and open sky ! 

How gloriously above us springs 
The tented dome, of heavenly blue. 

Suspended on the rainbow's rings ! 
Each brilliant star, that sparkles through, 

Each gilded cloud, that wanders fifee 
In evening's purple radiance, gives 

The beauty of its praise to thee. 
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of the rolling orbs above ! 
ry name is written clearly bright 
e warm day's mivarying blaze, 
evening's golden shower of light. 
;very fire that fronts the sun, 
d every spark that walks alone 
nd the utmost verge of heaven, 
3re kindled at thy burning throne. 

of the world! the hour must come, 

d nature's self to dust return ; 

crumbling altars must decay ; 

r incense fires shall cease to bum ; 

itill her grand and lovely scenes 

.ve made man's warmest praises flow ; 

learts grow holier as they trace 

le beauty of tlie world below. 



THE LITTLE BEACH BIRD. 

BY R. H. DANA. 

ittle bird, thou dweller by the sea, 
takest thou its melancholy voice ? 
hy with that boding cry 
er the waves dost thou fly ? 
er, bird, with me 
lugh the fair land rejoice ! 
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Thj flitting form comes ghoedy dhn and pale, 
As driven by « beating stonn at sea ; 
Tky cry is weak and scared. 
As if thy mates had diared 
The doom of us. Thy wail— 
What does it bring to me? 



Thou callest aloi^ the sand, and hauntest the 
Restless and sad ; as i^ in strange accord 
With motion, and with roar , 

Of waves that drive to shore, 
One spirit did ye urge — 
The Mystery— the Word. 

Of thousands thou, both sepulchre and paO, 
Old Ocean, artl A requiem o'er the dead, 
From out thy gloomy cells, 
A tale of mourning tells — 
Tells of man's wo and fall, 
His sinless glory fled. 



Then turn thee, little bird, and take thy fli^ 
Where the complaining sea shall sadness farinf 
Thy spirit never more. 
Come, quit with me the shore, 
For gladness and the light, 
. Where birds of sununer sing. 
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MORNING AMONG THE HILLS. 

BT J. a. PERCIVAL. 

A NIGHT had passed away among the hills, 
Lnd now the first faiot tokens of the dawn 
(bowed in the east. The bright and dewy star, 
¥ho8e mission is to usher in the mom, 
•ooked tl\rough the cool air, like a blessed thing 
a a &r purer world. Below there lay 
trapped round a woody fnojuntain tranquilly 
. misty cloud. Its edges caught the light, 
'bat now came up from out the. unseen depth 
^the full fount of day, and they were laced 
i^ith colors ever-brightening. I had waked 
rom a long sleep of many changing dreams, 
nd now in the fresh forest air I stood ^ 
erved to another day of wandering, 
efore me rose a pinnacle of rock, 
ifled above the wood that hemmed it in, 
Jid now already glowing. There the beams 
ame from the far horizon, and they wrapped it 
^ light and glory. Round its vapory cone 

crown of &r-diverging rays shot out, 

Dd gave to ix the semblance of an altar 

it for the worship of the undying flame, 

liat centred in the circle of the sun, 

ow coniing fit)in the ocean's fathomless caves, 

Hon would stand in solitary pomp 

bove the loftiest peak% and cover them 

15 
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With splendor as a garment. Thitherward 
I bent my eager steps ; and through the grote 
Now dark as deepest night, and thickets hung 
With a rich harvest of unnumbered gems, 
Waiting the clearer dawn to catch the hues 
Shed from the starry fringes of its yeil 
On cloud and' mist and dew, 'and backward 
With undiminished beautyj on I went 
Mounting with hasty foot, and thence emer^m 
I scaled that rocky steep, and there awaited 
Silent the full appearing of the sun. 

Below there lay a far extended sea 
Rolling in feathery waves. The wind blew otel 
And tossed it round the high ascending racing 
And swept it through the half hidden forest tof^i 
Till, like an ocean waking into storm, 
It heaved and weltered. Gloriously the li^ 
Crested its billows, and those craggy islands 
Shone on it like to palaces of spar 
Built on a sea of pearl. Far overhead 
The sky without a vapor or a stain, 
Intensely blue, even deepened into purple, 
Where nearer the horizon it received 
A tincture from the mist that there diasolvBd 
Into the viewless air, — ^the sky bent round 
The awful dome of a most mighty temple 
Built by omnipotent hands for nothing less 
Than infinite worships There I stood in 
I had no words to tell the mmgled thougliti 
Of wonder and bf joy, that then came o'er me^ 
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en with a ^iiirlwind's rush. So beautiftd, 
bright, so glorious ! Such a majesty 
yon pure vault ! So many dazzling tintB 
yonder waste of waves,— «o like the ocean 
ith its uunurabered islands there encircled 
foaming surges, ^hat the mounting eagle, 
ling his fearless pinion through the clouds 
bathe in purest sunbeams, seemed an ospray 
vering above his prey, aAd yon tall pines, 
eir tops half mantled in a snowy veil, 
irigate with full canvass, bearing on 
conquest and to glory. But even these, 
d round them something of the lofty air 
^hich they moved ; — not like to things of earth, 
t hei^tened, and made glorious, as became 
eh pomp and splendor. . 

Who can tell the brightness, 
at every moment caught a newer glow ; 
at circle, with its centre like the heart 
elemental fire, and spreading out 
floods of liquid gold on the blue sky 
id on the opaline waves, crowned with a rainbow 
ight as the arch that bent above the throne 
en in a vision by the holy man 
Patmos ! Who can tell how it ascended, 
id flowed more widely o'er that Med ocean 
U instantly the unobstructed s^n 
sfied up his sphere of fire, floating away — 
Wny in a pure ether, far firom earth, 
nd all its clouds, — and pouring forth unbounded 
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His arrowy bri^tness ! From that burning cen 
At once there ran along the level line 
Of that imagined sea, a stream of gold — 
Liquid and flowing gold, that seemed to trembk 
Eyen with a fiimace of heat, on to the point, 
Whereon I stood. At once that -sea of vapor 
Parted away, and melting into air 
Rose round me, and I stood involved in light, 
As if a flame had kindled up, and wrapped me 
In its innocuous blaze. - Away it rolled. 
Wave after wave. Then climbed the highest rod 
Poured over them in surges, and then rushed 
Down glens and valleys, like H wintry torrent 
Dashed instant to the plain. It seemed a momei 
And they were gone, as if the touch of ^ 
At once dissolved them. Then I found myat 
Midway in air $ — ridge afler ridge below, 
Descended with their opulence of woods 
Even to the dim seen level, where a lake 
Flashed in the sun* and from it wound a line^ 
Now silvery bright even to the ferthest verge 
Of the encircling hills. A waste of rocks 
Was round ntie — ^but below how beautiful, 
How rich the plain — a wilderness of groves 
And ripening kwests ; while the aky of Juhb-* 
The soft blue sky of June^ and the cool air, 
That makes it then a luxury to live, 
Only to breathe it, and the busy echo 
Of cascades, and the voice of mountain brook% 
Stole with such gentle meanings to my heiit, 
That where I stood seemed Heaveiu 
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TO A LADY. 

BT J. W. MILLER. 

OOD night! — good night! how from my heart 

Gushes the prayer-^good night ! 
! that a poet had but part 

In some great Spirit's might ; 
hat with the swelling of his love 

His power might hold increase ; IjlH. 

3 he might spread thy couch aboye 

A firmament of peace. 

3 he might pour refreshing showers 

Of dreamy blessings o'er thee ;. 
nd lifl sweet Fancy's store of flowers 

And breaths of heaven before thee ; 
!aking the night's dull glance to give 

The light of Hope's bestowments; 
nd quick'ning years of joy to live 

In space of flitting moments. 

'et, no ! — ^he hath no spell — the lea^ 
On which his power is writy ,; - 

^ut giveth him to chase a grief 

When happier thoughts were fit; 

^hen life's sad follies and dariL ire 
O'ercloud femiliar eyes, 

!*o light his torch at Nature's fire 

And bid her incenae rise. 

15» 
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A heaven of heart bo pure as thine 

His reaching shades might dim ; 
The love that is thy Spirit's shrine 

Were echoless to him ; 
A vtrill more strong than his is forth 

To guard thee and to bless, ■ 
Which canopies widi goodlier worth 

The couch thy cheek shall press. 

The* hie thee to thy rest, loved one, *' 

# Wearied with pains of earth ; 
And when the morrow's golden Sun 

Gives out his good and mirth, 
So mayst'thou rise, to dhare the weaMi 

Poured down in his warm light ; 
And cheerfulness and Seraph health 

Be over thee— good night ! 



THE LITTLE FOOT. 

BT HANNAH Ti GOULD. 

Mr boy, as gently on my breast, 
From infant q)ort, thou sink'st to rest 
And on my hand I feel thee put, 
In playful dreams, thy litde foot, 
The thrilling touch sets every stiiDg; 
Of my flill iftft to quivering ; 
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For, ah ! I think, what chart can show 
The ways through which this foot may go? 

ItB print will be, in childhood's hours^ 
Traced in the garden, round the flowen ; 
But youth will bid it lem^p the riUs, 
Bathe in the dew on distant hills, 
Soam o'er the vales, and venture out 
When riper years would pause and doubt, 
Nor brave tfact pass, nor try the brink 
Where youth's unguarded foot may sink. 

But, what, when manhood tints thy cheek, 
Will be the ways this foot will seek ? 
Is it to lightly pace, the deck. 
Helpless, to slip from oflTthe wreck ? 
Or wander o'er a foreign shore, 
Returning to thy home no more. 
Until the bosom now thy pillow. 
Is low and cold beneath the willow ? 

Or, is it for the battle-plain, 
Beside the slayer and the slain ? 
WiU there its final step be taken ? 
There, sleep thine eye no mom t9 waken ? 
Is it to glory or to shame — 
To sully, or .to gild thy name ? 
Is it to happiness or wo 
This tittle ibo^ is made to go ? 
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But wheresoever its lines may ftU, 
Whether in cottage or in hall ; 
O, may it ever shun the ground 
Where'er his foot was never found. 
Who, on his path of life, hath shed 
A living light, that alt may tr^ 
Upon his earthly steps ; and none 
E'er dtuh ike foot against a done ! 

Yet, if thy way is marked by (ate. 
As, guilty, dark and desolate ; 
If thou must float, by vice and crime, 
A wreck, upon the stream of timb ! 
Oh \ rather than behold that day, 
I'd know this foot, in lightsome play, 
Would bound, with guiltiest, infant glee 
Upon the sod that sheltered me ! 
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THE DYING STORM. 

BT HANNAH F. GOULD. 

I AM fedble, pale and weiary. 
And my wings are nearly fUrled ! 

I have caused a scene so dreary, 
I am glad to quit the world ! 

WiyUMttemess I'm thinking - 
Ooype evil I have done, 
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And to my cayerns sinking 
From the coming of the sun. 

The heart of mui will sicken 

In that pure and holy light, 
When he feels the hopes I've stricken 

With an everlasting blight i 
For vridely, in my madness, 

Have I poured abroad my wrath ; 
And, changing joy to sadness. 

Scattered ruin on my path. 

Earth shuddered at my motion, 

And my power in silence owns ; 
But the deep and troubled' ocean 

O'er my deeds of horror moans ! 
I have sunk the brightest treasure ; 

r ve destroyed the fiiirest form: 
I have sadly filled my measure. 

And am now a dying storm ! 
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THE SWEDISH MINER. 

BT J. MC'lELLAN. 

The boHf t€ a young Swedish Miner wae once dieedvtnd fi 
one of the iiiaes of Dalecarttai in a state of perfeet piesenrtfte 
from the tetlon of the mineral waters tn which he had km 
immersed. No one could recognise the body except a fwyili 
woman, who knew it to l>e tliat of her kyTW, aiad ainbrMii 1 
with the most lively demoostrali9D of grief. ^ had 
fifty yean before. 

Thbt'ye borne him ficom the ghastly tomb 
Up to the blessed light of day ; 

And ftom his cheek the transient bloom 
Of life, hath scarcely past away. 
Upon the stripling's tranquil chpek. 
The bloom of life doth glow, 
Like twilight's rich and rosy streak 
Upon the Winter sno^. 



•^. 



There came an aged dame ; and put away 
The dark hair, from his pallid brow. 
And look! how mournfully she doth lay 
Her lips to his pale features now. 
Methinks, some pleasant dream of years 
^^ gone, comes o'er her memory ; 
For smiles gleam o'er her ftce, then tears 
Gush to her aged eye. 
And mournfully and low. 
These words from her full heart o'erflow. 
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^ And art thou lying here ! 
itiful as thou wast, when side by side, 
wayward feet ranged all the woodlands wide, 

In cMldhood's thoughtless glee ! 
! my beloYed, though gone hath many a year, 

I well remember thee ! 

* Here is the same white brow 
; won my simple heart, when life's green path 
all a paradise ; methinks it hath 

Its same cahb beauty yet, 
cheek! though death haeth somewhat changed 
it now 

I never might forget ! 

•. -t 

* Thou wearest the red rose ^•.' 
e thee, on that, gentle summer's eve, 
n thou, all bloom and manliness, didst leave 

Me, blushing at the door — 

! I little dreamed at that day's mellow close, ^ 

My love would conib no more. lAh 

* After the rapid' flight 

[iy years, 't is pleasant, in old age 
36 thee, ere I ekid.my pilgrimage. 

And now we part ! Thy cell,, 
awful tomb ! must shut thee ftom my n^B^t, 

I join thee soon. Farewell ! ' 
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THE ^IP IS REU^T. 

Fi^ thee well ! the ship is ready. 
And the breeze is freidi an^ steady. 
Hands are &8t the anchor weighing y 
Ifi^ in ajr the streamer 'p playing. 
Spread the saila— 4he waves are swelling 
Pkxmdly round thy Ibiioyant dwelling. 
Fare thee well! and when at sea, 
Hiink of those, who n^^ for thee. 

When from land and home receding, 
And frt)m hearts, that ache to bleeding. 
Think of thoae belbind, who. love diee, 
While tip son is bright above thee ! 
Then, M'down to ocean glancing, 
With the waves his rays are dancing. 
Think how long the night will be 
To the eyes, that w^p for thee* 

When the lonely night-watch keeping. 
All below thee still and sleeping — ^ 
As die needle points die quarter 
O'er the ^de and trackless water, 
Let thy vigils ever find thee 
Mindfid of the friends behind thee ! 
Let thy bosom's magnet be 
Tunsd 10 those, who wake Ar thee! 
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When, with slow and gentle motion, 
Heayes the bosom of die ocean — 
While in peace thy bark is riding, 
And the silyer moon is gliding 
O'er the sky with tranquil' splendor, 
Where the shining hosts attend her; 
Let the brightest Yisions be 
Countiy, heme and fHends, to thee ! 

When the tempest hovers o'er tii^ 
Danger, ¥npeck, and death before thee, 
While the sword of fire is gleaming. 
Wild ttie winds, the torrent streaming, 
'Then, a pious suppliant bending, 
Let thy thoughts to heayen ascending 
Reach (he mercy seat, to be 
Met by prayers that rise for thee I 



LINUS. 

TO BEE WHO 0A9 tWDBRSTAND THSIL 
BT F. e. HALLECK. 

The song that oW me hovered 

In summerHi hour, in summer's houTi 

To day with joy has covered 

My winter bower, my winter bower. 

Blest be the lips that breathe it, . 

As mine Have been, aa mine have been,' 

16 
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When pressed, in dreams^ beneath Uf 
To hers unseen, to hers unseen. 

And may her heart, wherever 
Its hope may be, its hope may be^ 

Beat happily, though never 
To beat for me, to .beatibr me. 

Is she a Spirit, given 

One Jiour to eart)), one hour to earth. 
To brip§.ine dreams fix»m heaven. 

Her place of birth, her place of birth ? 
Or minstrel maideit, hidden 

Like cloistered nun, like cloistered nan, 
A bud, a flower, forbidden 

To, air and sun, to air and sun ? 
For had I power to summon 

VTiih harp divine, with harp divine, 
The Angel^or-the Woman, 

The last were mine, the last were mine. 

If earth-bom Beauty's fingers 

Awaked th^ lay^ awaked th^ lay, 
Whose. echoed music lingers 

Around my way, around my way ; 
Where smiles the hearth she blesses 

With voice and eye, .with voice and ey«? 
Where binds the Night her tresses, 

When sleep is nigh, when sleep b nigh? 
Is &shion's bleak cold n^ountain 

Hbf hbkAfm^ tiiMnei htnr bbttm^ thitlUiF 
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Or love's green vale and fountain, 
With One alone, with One alone ? 

Why aak ? why sedL a treasure, 

Like her I siug, like her I sin^? 
Her name nor pain nor pleasure 

To me should bring, to me should bring. 
Love must not grieve or gladden 

My thoughts of snow, my thoughts of snow, 
Nor woman soothe-or sadden * ' 

My path below, my path below. 
Before a worldlier altar 

I 've knelt too long, I Ve knelt too long, 
And if my footsteps &lter, 

'T is but m song,. 'tis but in song. * 

Nor would I break the vision 

Young fancies frame, young &n6ies frame, 
That lights with stars elyaan, 

A poet's name, a poet's name ; 
For she, whose gentle spirit 

Such dreams sublime, such dreams sublime, 
Gives hues they do not merit 

To sons of rhyme, to sons of rhyme. 
But place the proudest near her, 

Whate'er his pen^ whate'er his pen, 
She'll say, (be mute who hear her^) 

' Mere mortal men, knere mortal men ! ' 

Yet though utaseen, unseeing. 
We meet and port, we meet and pait| 
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Be 8t3I my worshipped Beingi 

In mind and heact^ in mind and heart* 
And bid thy song that found me — 

My minstrel maid, nay muiBtBel naid ! 
Be winter's sunbean^ round me^^ 

And summer's ahadsy and 811009091^0 abadfOb 
I eould not gaze upon thee,^ 

And^dare thy i^U, and dare thy apell^ 
Aad, wben a happier wan tbee^ 

Thus bicTfiurewell, thna bid teewelL 
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.ik THE DYING BENECA. 

Hx died not as the martyr dies,. 

Wrapped in his living abroud of flam^ ; 
He M hot as Ae warrior ftUs^ 

Gapping upon the field of ftme ^ 
A gentler passage to the grave> 
The murderer'is softened fhiy gare. 

Ronote^ shmghtered sons and blasEing piles> 
Had trached the purpled demoi^ P^^^ 

And yet another victim lived 
To fill the fieiy 0csr<dl of wrath r 

Could not imperial' vengeanoe spare 

His fiurrowed brow and silver Jmir? 

The field was sown with noble bloodl^ 
The hanPMt leaped ia bitter taan^ 



/ . 
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JThen roning up its crimson flood 

Broke the long gathering tide of year^ ; 
[is diadem was rent away 
^:iid beggars trampled on his day. 

Tcne wept-^-none pitied-^-diey who knelt 

At morning by the despot's ihrone, 
lI evening dashed.lfhe laui^Ued bust 

And spumed the wreaths then^lyes had itrown ; 
!%e shout of triumph echoed wide, 
^he selfHStiing reptiie writhed and died ! 
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PAINTING. 

BT' P. M. WEtMORS. 

^16 to the pencil's magic skill 

Life owes the pow^r, almost divine, 
To call back vanished forms at will, 

And bid the grave its prey resign : 
Affection's eye again may trace 

The lineaments beloved so well ; 
The speaking look, the form of grace. 

All on the living canvass dwell : 
'Tis there the childless mother pays 

Her sorrowing soul's idolatry ; 
There love can find, in after days, 

A talisman to memory ! 

'T IB thine, o'er history's stcnried page, 

16* 
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To shed the halo-light of troths 
And bid the scenes of by-gone age 

Still flourish in immertal youth — 
The long forgotten battle-^ficdd, « 

With mailed mpn to peopie fiMth ; 
In bannered pride, ^tb «pear aSId ahiejdy 

To show the u^f^i/ty ones of earth — 
To shadow, fiiom the holy book,. , 

The iinagiBe c^saered Joie v 
On Calvary, the dying 'jook 

That told lifb^ agony, waa o'ei^— 
The joyous hearts, and glistening eyes^ 

When little ones were sofiered near-" 
The lips that bade the dead aiwt^ 

To dry the widowed mother^s tear: 
These are die trium]^' of the art, 

ijencepitions of the^master-nund f 
Tlme-shroudad fotms to being start, 

And wimderioe vnftm filb m«U,rff 
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THE FIRST PAT OF TH£ TJBAR. 
ADDRESSED TO iTT DAC^GHTERB. • 
BT MR9« S. #. JlALt. 

OicB day — it is ^ trifling- theme, 

And who would heed a. dayi . 
An eyening's gkxiniy a -morning's gleom^ 

How soon they pass aWay ! 
^ is but a Welcome^— an adieu — 

The fiurest day is gone ; 
And with to-noorrow's hopes in vieW| 

We bid tiw houis roll on — 
To-day like bird hi tether^ig strili|^ 
With faded eye, and folded wing, 

Its narrow cireie creeps ; i 

But like a bifd in airy flight, 
With wing of power and eye oflight^ 

To-morrow heairen<^ward sweeps. 

Such are the dreams of early youth^ 

Ere dimmed, by gathering fears ; 
The halo round the <H*b of Truths 

Presages clouds and teara^ 
I trust, my loved ones» still ye seiB 

The bri^tnesB dear, and pttre. 
And gloomy thoughts that idiadow tut 

Unmoved I can endure— 
The vine, even when its prap is lostt 



188 TBfi FtSBt DAT OF TBfi ttUJt. 

Its tendrils torn and tempest-tost, 

May shield the little flower; 
And UiuB I bide th« woHd^i rude strife. 
That I may shield your mom of life 
From sorrow's blighting power. 

• 

Tis sad, as years grow-shoi^ to know 

Death only brings relief; 
But saddest of all earthly -wo, 

Is childhood bowed in -grief ;-*^ 
In sunny skies let fled^ngs fly ; * 

Be prairies green and fait^ 
Ere the yoimg &¥m6 come flnth to tiy 

Their glancing footstepft Mn J ' 
Nature and Instinct guard tiiiq!^yomig^— 
But only fl!t>m the human tongue 

Love's holy vows are given ; 
And only humaA hearts are filled 
With sj^ings of Love, that, when distilled, 

Rise to their ibunt in heaven. - 

And thus doth feeling's signet prove 

Man's origin divine. 
When eye meets eye in trusting love. 

We feel the sacred sign ; 
Of life, immortal life ! how mild 

The glorious promise shines^ 
When the young mother o'er her child, 

First reads the deathless lines 
The spirit on its clay impresses, 
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And answen with her wann caresses, 

As she were &in to innd 
Its soul to her^ ! — And this is Love-^ 
Tis prayer on earth ; tis praise above ; 

Tis God witlun the mind. 

And in Love's name 111 drink my cup» 

Nor deem it -sieeped in tears, 
While fondly I am garnering up 

Rkh h(^ie8 for future years : 
O, I shall hear glad voices say, 

*Thy children bless thy eare ! ' 
These are my cherished dreams to-day, 

And who lii|drBams more fiur ? 
Dream vnll thsgr prove?— I^fear ifnot— 
I communed with my secret thought, 

Nor selfish wish was -there— 
One only — and it will endure— 
<0, keep my dear onea gpod andfNire!* 

And Heaven will hear^my prayer I 
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THE. BIRTH OF THUNDER. 
. A DAHCOTAH LEGEND. 

BT J. SNELLINCk 

Twenty-eight mileA from the Big Stone Lake, near tl 
of the St. Peter's River, is a GTnster of steal! lakes, or po 
much beiow the level of tbo sarrounding prairie, and oi 
with an oak wood. The- Dahcotaha call this place ' 
or THt7!VDaa, and say that here Thunder was born. . 
the inAint spirit could go alone, he set out to iee the % 
at the first step placed his foot upon a hill twenty- 
distant ; a rock on the top of which actually aeems t 
print of a gigantic human foot. The tndians call the 1 
oxa*s TaAOKS.' The Nest of Tbundsr ta, to this ' day, 
the being whose birth tt witnessed, li t } ftfm dad ii 
of storms, and Ugbtoings pUiy round his 1ltfl|>'^. 

'Look, white man, wdl on all around, 

These hoary oaks, those' boundless plain 
Tread lightly ; this is hol^ ground — 

Here Thunder, awflil spirit ! reigns. 
Look on those waters &r below. 

So deep beneath the prairie sleeping. 
The summer sun's meridian glow 

Scarce warms the sands their waves are 1 
And scarce the bitter blast c^ blow 

Li winter on their icy ^xiver ; 
The Wind Sprite msf not stoop so low. 

But bows his head and passes over. 
Perched on the top offender pine. 

The heron's biUow-searching eye 

Can scarce his finny prey descry, 
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aHad leaping where their colors shine. 
[*hose lakes, whose shores but now we trod, 

Scars deeply on Earth's bosom dinted, 
Lre the strong impress of a god, 

fiy Thunder's giant £bot imprinted* 
fay, stranger, as I live 't is truth ! 

The lips of those who never lied 
tepeat it daily to oi^r youth. 

Famed heroes, eat my nation's pride, 
Keheld the wonder ; and our sages 
hive down the tale to afler ages, 
kMit not believe ? though blooming fiur 

The flowretti eoi^t the breezes coy, 
!liough now jti^j uilBiAJ t'grass* scents the air, 
Lnd sunny nittiq||' basks in joy. 

It is not ever so. 
k>me when the lightning flashes^ 
*ome when the forest cradbes^ 

When shrieks of pain and wo, 
\reBk on thine ear-druita thick and fast, . 
'rom ghosts that shiver in the blast 9— 
lien shalt thou know, and .bend the knee 
tefore the angry deity. . ■ 

But now attend, while I unfold 
The lore my Inrave fore&thers taught — 

ls yet the storm, the heat, the cold. 
The changing seasons had nof brought • 



* BwMt-graM !■ Aoiid 4i tte ynUdsft aad Iim la mmttlM^ 
■gnuitodflr» 



i 



19S THE BIRTH OF TnUKl>ER. 

Famine was not ; each tree and grot 

Grew greener for the ram ; 
The wanton doe, the bu^ak) • 

Blithe bounded on the plaiik 
In mirth did man the hours employ 

Of that eternal spring ; 
With song and dance and- shoots of joy 

Did hill and valley ruig. , 
No death shot pealed u pon the ear, 
No painted warri^ poised the xpear^ 
No stake^doomed eaptiye shook for fear ; 

No arrow left the string, 
Save when the ynAfio earth ynf heme ; 
From fbetnan^i head no scalp4i|liM(om ; 
Nor did the pangs of hate and AkQ; 

The rod man's bosom wring. 
Then waving fields -olTjreUow oom 
Did our blessed villages adorn. 

9 

* Alas ! that naii wOl never Jeani 

His good fromevi) to diseem. 

At length, t^ fhrions passions driveii| 

The Indian lefl h^ babes and wii^ 
And every blessing^ God had given. 

To mingle in the deadly -slrife. 
Fierce Wrath and ha^fguA Eqvy soon 
Achieved the woiic that War begun ; 
Hekftantoughtthebeas^ofchaM,, t 

Aad prqrdl upon, his kiiidrtd noe. 
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TaZ BltLTH of THUNDER. 1991 

fiut He who rules tbe eaith and skiesr 
Who watches every bolt ,ihat flies ; 
From whom all gifts, all^ssiogs flow. 
With grief beheld the scene below. 
He wept ; and, as the/ualmy shower 

Refi^shing to the ground descended^ 
Each drop gave being to a flower, 

And all the hills in homage bended.- 
* Alas ! ' the good Great Spirit said, 

* Man merits not the climes I gave i 
Where'er a hillock rears its head 

He digs his brother's timeless grave : 
To every crystal rill of water 
He gives the criflfiion stain of slaughter. 
No more for bim my brow shall wear 

A constant, glad, approving smile ; 
Ah no ! my eyes must withering glare 

On bloody hands and deeds of guile. 
Henceforth shall my lost children know 
The piercing wind, the blinding snow ; 
The storm shall drench, the sun shall bum^ 
The winter freeze them, each in turn. 
Henceforth their feeble frames shall feel 
A climate like their hearts of steel. 

* The moon that night withheld her light- 
By fits, instead, a lurid glare 

JUmiied the skies ; while mortal eyei 

Were closed, and voices rose in pngFor* 

' .'^ While the retblving sun 

17 



194 THE BIRTH OF THUNDER. 

Three times his course might run, 

The dreadful darkness lasted. 
And all that time tlie red man's eye 
A sleeping spirit might espy, 
Upon a tree top cradled high, 

Whose trunk his breath had blasted. 
So long he slept, he grew so fast, 

Beneath his weight the gnarled oak 
Snapt, as the tempest snaps the masL 

It fell, and Thunder woke ! 
The world to its foundation shook, 
The grisly bear his prey forsook, 
The scowling heaven an aspect Jsore, 
That man had never seen be^^' ; 
The wolf in terror fled away, ;"< 
And shone at last the light of day* 

* 'T was here he stood ; these lakes attest 
Where first Waw-kce-an's footsteps prest 
About his buruing brow a doud, 

Black as the raven's wing, he wore ; 
Thick tempests wrapt him like a shroud, 

B«d lightnmgs in his hand he borei; 
Like two bright suns his eyeballs shone. 
His voice was like the cannon's tone ; 
And, where he breathed, the land became, 
Prairie and wood, one sheet of flame. 
Not long upon this mountain height 

The first and worst of storms abode^ 
TWf moling in his iearflil mi^t, 

Abraad the Gk>d-fj(B|poitefi 0|yb66. 



TO THE WITCH HAZEL, 195 

^ A&r, OD yonder faint blue mound 
3a the horizon's utmost bound, 
Jkt-the first stride his foot he set ; 

The jarring world confessed the shock* 
Ckranger ! the track of Thunder yet 

Remains upon the living rock. 
^he second step, he gained the sand 
^kt fiur Superior's storm-beat strand: 
^!hen with his shout the concave rung, 
-Ai up to heaven the giant sprung 

On high, beside his sire to dwell ; 
"But stiD, of all the spots on earth, 
Xe loves the woods that gave him birth. * 

Such is the tale our fathei^ telL' 
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TO THE WITCH HAZEL- 

Mtsterious plant !. whose golden tresses wave 
With a sad beauty in the dying year, ' 
Blooming amid November's firost severe, 
Like the pale corpse-light o'er the recent grave! 
If shepherds tell us true, thy wand hath powers 
With gracious influence, to avert the harm 
Of ominous planets, and the fatal charm 
Of spirits wandering at the midnight hour; 
And thou canst point where buried treasures fie. 
But yet to me, thou art an emblem high 
Of patient virtue, to tlie Christian ^ven^ 



196 ILLUSTRATION OF A PICTURE. 

Unchanged and bright, when all is dark bende: 
Our shield from wild temptations, and our^iudl 
To treasures for the just laid up in heaven. 



ILLUSTRATION OF A PICTURE, 
OF SUMMER TWILIGHT PAINTED BT ALLSTOH. 

BT I. m'clellak, ja. 

The tender Twilight with a crimson cheek 
Xeans on the breast of Eve. The wayward Wiol 
Ebith folded her fleet pinions, and gone down 
^Eb slumber by the darkened woods — the herdi 
.Have left their pastures, where the sward grom 

green 
And lofty by the river's sedgy brink, 
And slow are winding home. Hark, from a&r 
Their tinkling bells sound through the dusky §^ade^ 
And forest-openings, with a pleasant sound ; 
While answering Echo Scorn the distant hill, 
^nds back the music of the herdsman'^ hon. 
iHow tenderly the trembling light yet plays 
O'er the fir- waging foliage 1 Day's last blush 
BtiU lingers on the billowy waste of leaver 
With a strange beauty — like the yellow flush 
That haunts die ocean, when llhe day goes by. 
Methinks, whene'er earth's wearying trouUea pi0 
Like winter's shadows o'er the peaceful mind* 
" T were*sweet to turn firom life, and pasMjfjhroidi 



TO . VSft 

With solemn footsteps, into Nature's vasC 

.\nd happy palaces, and lead a life 

3f peace, iu some green paradise like this. 

I'he brazen trumpet, and the loud war-drum 
Ve'er startled these green woods : — the raging sword 
tlath never gathered its red, harvest here! 
The peaceful Summer day bath never closed 
Vround this quiet spot, and caught the gleam 
Jf War's rude pomp : — the humble dweller here 
■lath never left his sickle in the field, 
To slay his fellow with unholy hand, 
Die maddening voice of battle, the wild groan, 
rhe thrilling murmuring of the dying man, 
Ind the shrill shriek of mortal agony, 
lave never broke its sabbath solitude. 
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TO . 

BT O. W. B. FEABODT. 

Too lovely and too early lost ! 

My memory clings to thee. 
For thou wast once my guiding-star 

Amid the treacherous sea ; 
But doubly cold and cheerless now. 

The wave too dark before, . 

Since every beacon-light is quenched 

AloBg the midnight shore. 
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♦ • » 

I saw thee first, when hope arose 

On youth\i triHinphant wing, 
And thou wast lovelier than the light 

Ofearly dawning spring. 
Who then could dream, that health and joy 

Would e'er desert the brow, 
So bright vnth varying lustre once, 

So chin and changeless now ? 

That brow! how proudly o'er it then, 

Thy kingly beauty hung. 
When wit, or eloquence or mirth 

Came burning fl-om the tongue ; 
Or when upon that glowing cheek 

The kindling smile was spread, 
Or tears, to thine own woes denied, 

For others' grie& were shed. 

Thy mind ! it ever was the home 

Of high 9nd holy thought; 
Thy life, an emblem of the truths 
* Thy pure example taught; 
When blended in thine eye of light, 

As from a royal throne. 
Kindness, and peace and vutue there^ 

In mingled radiance shone. 

One evening, when the autunm dew 

Upon the hills wad shed. 
And Hesperus &i^ down the west 



TO — ^ lfl9 

His starrj host had led, 
Thou saidst, bow sadly and how oft 

To that prophetic eye, 
Visions of darkness and decline, 

And early death were nigh* 

It was a voice from other worlds, 

Which none beside might hear;-' 
Like the night breeze's plaintive lyre. 

Breathed faintly on the etu*; 
It was the warning kindly given, 

When blessed spirits come. 
From their bright paradise above, 

To call a sister home. 

How sadly on my spirit then, 

That fatal warning fell ! 
But oh ! the dark reality 
* Another voice may tell ; 
The quick decline — the parting sigh— ' 

The slowly moving bier — 
The lifted sod — the sculptulred stone — 

The unavailing tear ! — 

The amaranth flowers that bloom in heareiv 

Entwine thy temples now ; 
The crown that shines immortally, 

Is beaming on thy brow ; 
The seraphs round the burning throne 

Have borne thee to thy rest, 



MO TU£: STORM 01^ IV AR^ 

To dwell among ^ saiiits on bighi 
Companion of the blest. 

The suo is set in folded clouds-^ 

Its twilight rays are gone, 
And gathered in the shades of night, 

The storm is rolling on. 
Alas ! how illthat bursting storm 

The fiiinting spirit bn^ves, 
When they, the loyely and the lost, 

Are gone to early graves^ 



THE StORM OF WAR. 

BT J. O. C. BRAINARH. 

O ! once was felt the storm of war ! 

It had an earthquake's roar, 
It flashed upon the mountain height 

And smoked along the shore. 
It thundered in a dreaming ear 

And up the Farmer sprang ; 
It muttered in a bold jtrue heart 

And a warrior's harness rang. 

It rumbled by a widow's door, — 
All but her hope did fail : 

It trembled through a leafy grove, 
And a maiden's cheek was pal« 



THE STORM OF WAR. 201 

It Steps upon tbe sleeping sea 

And waves around it howl ; 
It strides firom top to foaming top 

Out-frowning ocean's scowL 

And yonder sailed the merchant ship- 
There was peace upon her deck ; 

Her friendly flag from the mast was tom^ 
And the waters whelmed the wreck.' 

But the same blast that bore her down 
Filled a gallant daring sail, 

That loved the night of blackening storm 
And laughed in the roaring gale. 

The stream that was a torrent once 

Is rippled to a brook, 
The sword is broken, and the spear 

Is but a pruning hook. 
The mother chides her truant boy. 

And keeps him well fit>m harm ; 
While in the grove the iiappy maid 

Hangs on her lover's arm. 

Another breeze is on the sea, 

Another wave is there 
And floats abroad triumphantly, 

A banner bright and fair. 
And peaceful hands and happy heart% 

And gallant spirits keep 
Each star that decks it pure and bright 

Above the rolling deep. 
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THE LAST LEAF 

I SAW him once before 
i As he passed by the door, 

And again, 
; The pavement stones resowid 
As be totters o'er the ground 
With his cane. 




ey say that in his prime, 
£re the pruning knife of Time 

Cut him down, 
Not a better man was found 
By the Crier on his round 

Through the town. 

But now he walks the streets, 
And he looks at all he meets 

So forlorn, 
And he shakes his feeble head 
iThat it seems as if he said, 

'They are gone.' 

I'The mossy marbles rest 

Ob the lips that he has pressed 

In their bloom, ' 
And the names he loved to hear 
Have been carved for many a year 

On the tom\)u 



THE LAST lEAT. 9(0 

My gnindmama has said — 
Poor old lady — die is dead 

Long ago; 
That he had a Roman nose, 
And his cheek was Kke a i^se 

In the snow. 

But now his ilose is thin, 
And it rests upon his^chin 

Like a staff, 
And a crook is in his back^ 
And a melancholy crack 

In his Taugh.^ 

I kiiow it is a sin 
For me to sit and grin 

At him here, 
But the old three cornered hat^ 
And the breeches — and all that 

Are so queer ! 

And if I should live to be 
The last leaf upon the tree 

In the spring- 
Let them smile as I do now 
At the old forsaken bou|^ 

Where I cling. . 
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STANZAS. 
BT J. G. C. BRAIIIARD. 

The dead leaves strew the forest walk. 

And withered are the pale wild flowers; 
The frost hangs black'nmg on the stalk, 

The dew drops fall m fix>zen showers. 
Crone are the Spring's green sprouting boweifl^ 

Gone Summer's rich and mantling vines. 
And Autumn with her yellow hours, 

On hill and plain no longer shines. 

I learned a clear and wild toned note, 

That rose and swelled from yonder tree — 
A gay bird, with too sweet a throat, ' 

There perched and raised her song for me. 
The Winter comes, and where is she ? 

Away — ^where summer wings will rove, 
Where buds are fresh, and every tree 

Is vocal with the notes of love. 

Too mild the breath of southern sky. 

Too fi^sh the flower that blushes there, 
The northern breeze that rustles by 

Finds leaves too green, and buds too fiiir; 
No forest tree stands stript and bare, 

No stream beneath the ice is dead. 
No mountain top with sleety hair 

Bends o^ the snow its reverend ImmL 



THE DEAD MARINER. 205 

Go there with all the birds, and seek 

A happier clime, with livelier flight, 
Kiss, with the sun, the evening's cheek, 

And leave me lonely with the night, 
ril gaze upon the cold north light. 

And mark where all its glories shone-— 
See — that it all is Mr and bright. 

Feel — that it all is cold and gone. 



THE DEAD MARINER. 

BT GEORGE D. PRFNTICE. 

Sleep on — sleep on — above thy corse 
The winds their sabbath keep, — 

Tbe wave is round thee — and thy breast 
Heaves with* the heaving deep ; 

O'er thee, mild eve her beauty flings, 

And there the white gull lifts her wings ; 

And the blue halcyon loves to lave 

Her plumage in the holy wave. 

Sleep on — no willow o'er thee bends 

With melancholy an*, 
No violet springs, nor dewy rose 

Its soui of love lays bare ; 
But there the sea-flower bright and young 
]• iwwUy o'er tby slumbeis flupg) 
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206 THE DEAD MARINER 

And, like a weeping mourner fikir, 
The pale flag hangs its tresses there. 

Sleep on — sleep on — ^the glittering depths 

Of ocean's coral waves 
Are thy bright urn — thy requieoi 

The music of its waves ; — 
The purple gems forever bum , 
In fadeless beauty- round thy urn ; 
And, pure and deep as infant love, 
The blue sea rolls its waves above. 

Sleep on — sleep on — the fearful wrath ' 

Of mingling cloud and deep. 
May leave its wild and stormy track 

Above thy place of sleep. 
But when the wave has sunk to rest, 
As now 't will murmur o'or thy breast ; 
And the bright victims of the sea 
Perchance will make their home with thee. 

ISleep on — thy corse is far away, 

But love bewails thee yet,— 
For thee the heart-wrung sigh is breathed} 

And lovely eyes are wet :— 
And she, the young and beauteous bride. 
Her thoughts are hovering by thy side s 
As oft she turns to view with tean 
The Eden of departed yeorsi. 



TO THE DAUGHTER OF A FRIEND. 20t 



TO THE DAUGHTER OF A FRIEND. 

BT J. O. C. BRAINARD. 

I PBAT thee by thy mother's &ce 

And by her look and by her eye, 
By every decent matron grace 

That hovered romid the resting place 
Where thy young head did lie ; 

And by the voice that soothed thine ear, 
The hymn, the smile, the sigh, the tear, 

That matched thy changefill mood ;' 
By every prayer thy mother taught— 

By every blessing that she sought, 
^ pray thee to be good. 

Is not the nestling, when it wakes 
Its eye upon the wood around. 

And on its new fledged, pmions takei 
Its taste of leaves and boughs and brakes- 

Of motion slight and sound,— 
Is it not like the parent ? Then 

Be like thy mother, child, and when 
Thy wing is bold and strong ; 

As pure and steady be thy light — 
As high and heavenly be thy flight— 

Am holy be thy song. 
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TH£ SEA BOT TO HIS BARQUE. 

BT GEORGE D. BTROITGb 

Glide gaily forth, my gallant barque ! 

Thy cafiTass proudly swell ; 
Above tliee is the glorious sky, 

Beneath, the mermaid's' cell. 
The gems of ocean court thy smile, 

Then speed thee o'er the main, 
Free as the Arab courser's tread 

Upon his native plain. 

The dolphin sports along thy track 

In many a graceful bound. 
And from yon beetling cliff is heard 

The sea-gull's mournful sound: 
Thy pennon from its aury couch •i 

Unfolds its crimson dress. 
Then launch upon thy watery way, 

The amorous waves to press. 

How beauteous floats thy swan like Ibrm 

Along the mighty deep. 
While the moon's rays in silent pomp 

Upon the billows sleep ! 
To rival thee, earth's loveliest chamn 

In vain display their store. 
As from thy prow in sparkling gems 

The liquid treasures pour. 



TBE SfiA BOY TO flIS BA&QUl!. 209 

Tbe breeze is fair, the anchor's weighed, 

And, as recedes the land, 
Headland and cHff, in distance dim. 

Like giant shadows stand. 
The eagle from his eyry springs 

Amazed, in doubt, to see 
His matchless pinions first smpassed 

In strength and sj^ed by thee. 

When from their chambers in the skies • 

The vivid hghthings flash. 
And, borne upon the whirlwind's wratby 

The waves in ftiry dash ; 
With fearless steps I tread thy deck, 

Nor heed the angry stomaf. 
As o'er the booming surges still 

Thou proudly rear'st thy form. 

We 90, my barque, where incense floats 

Upon the perfumed air. 
And from the cushioned mosque is heard 

The moslem voice of prayer : 

* To Allah ! ' still from turbaned hosts 

Resounds the solemn cry — 

* To Allah ! ' vvrafled on the breeze, 

The echoing hills reply. 

Fair Venice too, with murrored bay, 

Will meet my anxious gaze — 
Her domes and temples glittering yet 

Beneath the noontide blaie: 
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910 THE SEA BOT TO HIS BAEQUX. 

Though fiill'n her pride, her glory fledf 

Their shadows still appear, 
And fancy wakes them in the song 

Of the merry gondolier. 

When ample treastkre toil repays, 

Again our cotu^ we'll steer 
To where Columbia's giant peaks ''^- \ 

Their hoary crests uprear: .. ■ '. ■ 

AgaUi will rise in dreamy ^ikie . « ''r 

My native landscape,- Itfr^ ' 
While well known voices £oat along 

Upon the buoyant air. 
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My mother then this form will clasp 

Jn many a fond caress ; 
My Med sire with smiles and tears 

dfiroving sea boy bless ; 
The loved one bound with &wn-]ike traad 

And blush my gaze to meet. 
While I into her wiHing ear . 

The oft pledged vow repeat. 

And then, my barque, all perils past, 

No more we'll court the gale, 
But to the genile south wind's breath 

Unfurl thy snow-white sail ; 
And, bound in pleasure's joyous chase. 

We'll rove the summer sea, 
Thy fidthful bosom bearing still 

My sylph-like waid.and me. 
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THE YOUNG. 

BT W. G. CXiARK. 

7hesi into duRt, like dewy flowers departed, 
From our dim paths the bright and lovely fiule ; 

he fiur ID form — the pure— the geude hearted, 
Whose looks within the breast a Sabbath made ; 

low like a whisper on the inconstant wind, 

'he memory of their voices stirs the mind! 

^e hear the sigh, the song, the fitful laughter 
That from their lips, in balm, were wont to flow, 

^hen hope's beguiling wings they hurried after, 
And drank her su^n music long ago ; 

i^hile joy's bright harp to sweetest lays ww itrung 

ud poured rich numbers for the loved and young ! 

/hen the clear stars are burning high in heaven, — 
When the low night-winds kiss the autumnal tree, 

nd thoughts are deepening in the hush of even. 
How soil those voices on the heart will be ! 

hey breathe of raptures which have bloomed and 
died, 

f sorrows, by remembrance sanctified. 

et, when the loved have fix>m our pathway van- 
ished, 
ffhai potent magic can their smilef restore ? 



212 . TO A LADY FOR A NOSEGAY.* 

Like some gay sun-burst, by the tempest banished 
They passed in darkness — ^they will come no more 
Unlike the day-beams, when the storm hath fled. 
No light renewed breaks on their lowly bed! 



TO A LADY FOR A NOSEOAT/ 

BT -J. 6. C. BRAIICA^. 

Who does not love a flower ? 

Its hues are taken from the light 
Which summer 's suns fling pure and bri|^ 

Li scattered and prismatic hues, 
That smile and shine in dropping dews ; 

Its fi-agrance from the sweetest ur, — 
Its form fi*om all that's light and flur — 

Who does not love a flower ? i|f 

A lesson to the giver. 

Not in the streets to bloom and shine. 
Not in the rout of noise and wine, 

Not trampled by the rushing crowd, 
Not in paved streets and cities proud — 

From danger safe from blighting free^ 
Pure, simple, ardess, let it be^ 

An emblem of the giver. 
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I SEE THEE STILL. 

BT CHARLES SFBJLQTJ%, 

* I rocked ber in the cradle, 
JLad laM ber in the tomb. She was tbe youngtH t 
WMtiiMide circle batb not felt tbe .charm 
Of tbat iweet tie ? The younfeat ne'er grow old. 
Tbe (bad endearmenta of oar earlier daya 
We keep alive in them, and when they die, 
Our yoatbftil Joya we boiy with them.* 

I see thee still : 
Remembrance, fiuthful to her trust, 
Calls thee in beauty from the dust ; 
Thou comest in the morning light, 
Thou'rt with me through the gloomy night ; 
In dreams I meet thee as of old ; 
Then thy soft arms my neck enfold, 
And thy sweet voice is in my ear ; 
In eveiy scene to memory dear, 

I see thee stilL 

I see thee still. 
In every hallowed token round ; 
This little ring thy finger bound. 
This lock of hair thy forehead shaded. 
This silken chain by thee was braided. 
These flowers, all withered, now, like thee. 
Sweet Sister, thou didst cull for me ; 
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314 I SEE THEE STILL. 

This book was thine, here didst thou read 
This picture, ah ! yes, here, indeed, 
I see thee still. 

• 

I see thee still : 
Here was thy summer noon's retreat, 
Here was thy favorite fireside seat ; 
This was thy chamber, here, eachd^fy 
I sat and watched thy sad decay ; 
Here, on this* bed, thou last didst lie, 
Here, on this pillow — ^thou didst die : 
Dark hour ! once more its woes unfold ; 
As then I saw thee, pale and cold^ 

I see thee still. 

I see thee still : 
Thou art not in the grave confined, 
Death cannot claim the immprtal mind; ^ 
Let earth close o'er its sacred trusty 
But goodness dies not in the dust ; 
Thee, O my Sister, 'tis not thee, 
Beneath the coffin's lid I see ; 
Thou to a fairer land art gone ; 
There, let me hope, my journey done. 

To see thee stilL 
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CANZONET. 

BT JOHN HOWARD PATNE. 

Thou ! oh thou, hast loved me,— dearest ! 

When none other cared for me ; — 
When my fortune seemed severest, 

Kindest was the smile from thee ! 

Yes ! ah, yes ! the lorn and lonely, 
Hollow hearts of worldlings shun ; — 

Theirs are flowers of day, which only 
Open when they see the sun : 

But, while theirs were all reposing 
In the absence of the light, — 

Like the cereus, thine unclosing 
Gave its sweetness to the night! 



LINES. 

BT CHARLES SPRAGUE. 

1 Kinsw that we must part — day after day, 
saw the dread Destroyer win his way ; 
!liat hollow cough ^rst rang the fatal knell« 
LB on my ear its prophet-warning fell ; 
'oeble and slow thy once light footstep grew, 
rhy wasting cheek put on death's pallid huoi 
Riy thin, hot haodio mine raoro wetikl^ tbmg^ 
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216 LINE0. 

Each sweet ' Good night ' fell fiiinfer torn df, 

tongue; 
J knew that we must part — ^no power could aaye 
Thy quiet goodness from an early grave ; 
Those eyes so dull, though kind each glance thef 

cast, 

Looking a sister's fondness to the last $ 
Thy lips so pale, that gently pressed my cheek, 
Thy voice — alas! thou couldst but try to speaks 
All told thy doom, I felt it at my heart, 
The shaft had struck — ^I knew that we must part* 



And we have parted, Mart — thou art gone! 
Gone in thine innocence, meek'^suffering one. 
Thy weary spirit breathed itself to sleep • 
So peacefully, it seemed a sin to weep, 
In those fond watchers who around thee qjtood, 
And felt, even then, that God, even then, was good» 
Like stars that stMggle through the clouds of nigfati 
Thine eyes one moment caught a glorious light, 
As if to thee, in that dread hour, 'twere givea 
To know on earth what fiiith believes of HeaTCB} 
Then like tired breezes didst thou sink to resti 
Nor one, one pang the awful change confwoA 
Death stole in softness o'er that lovely fiu;e^ 
And touched each feature with a newborn gno8| 
On cheek and brow unearthly beauty lay. 
And told tliat life's poor cares had paaaed awaj 
In my Jaat hour be Heaven bo kind to me^ 
I aik no more than tbiiMo die liko Ibte- 



tlNEft. 917 

But we have ported, MART->-thoa art dead 1 
n its last resting-place I laid thy head, 
hen by thy coffin-side knelt down, aed took 
brother's &rewe]i kiss and farewell look; 
hose marble lips no kindred kiss returned ; 
rom those veiled orbs no giance responsive burned ; 
h ! then I felt that. thou hadst passed away, 
hat the sweet face I gazed on was but <*lay ; 
ad then came Memory with her busy throng 
f tender images, forgotten long ; 
3ars hurried back, and as they, swiftly ro]][ed, 
law thee, heard thee, as in days of old ; 
id and more sad each sacred feeling grew, 
anhood was moved, and sorrow claimed her due ; 
lick, thick and &st the burning tear-drops started, 
%uiied away — and felt that we had parted. 

But not forever — in the silent tomb, 
liere thou art laid, thy kindred shall find eoom ; 
little while, a few short years of pain, 
ad, one by one, we '11 cenie to thee again ; 
cie kind old Father shall seek out the place, 
ad rest with thee, the youngest of his race ; 
he dear, dear Mother, bent with age and grie( 
iiall lay her head by thine, in sweet reUef ; 
ister and Brother, and that faithful Fnend, 
nue firom the fit«t and tender to the end, 
I^aJ], in liit good time, who placed ut lier«i 
6 fire^ tp Iqy^ to die and diMf^pear, 
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318 A MOIlNlNa HYM5. 

Beneath the shadow of that Bpreadmg free ; 
With thee to sleep, through death's long dreainlMi 

night, 
With thee rise upf, and bless tb6 morning' light* 
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A MORNING HYMN/ 

BT W. O. CLARK* 

T IS the rich hour, when gladsome waters leapiog 

Smile in the beauty of the gorgeous sky: 
When golden clouds, o^er distant summits sleepni 

Like spirit-islands, bathed in glory lie ; — 
When to the South, to sWeUing gem-buds gim 

Come the bland kisses of the loving air, 
Burdened with balm, and wandering- forth i 
heaven, 

While sounds of brooks and birds are min^ 
there. 

Wake ! ye that slumber ! and a glorious vision, 
Richer than fiincy to the mind can bring, 

Will on the observant eye in peiace have risen 
Till guriieiji from the heart. Affection's i^nf 

For the broiid sunlight, in rich floods d^beendiDj 
Each hill and vale paints deep in quivering goli 

Gay light and music in one flow are blendGng, 



NIGHT WIMD6. S10 

And while from vale to rale, like inoeoee given, 
Sounds on the breeze of mom the Stbbath bell, 

The chastened soul may lift its dream to heaven 
Till the rapt heart seems kindling in the spell ; 

While, touched with day-beams, grove, and fi>unt 
and river, 
In the soft beauty of Contentment sleep, 

Bow should man conquer Passion^ stormy fever 

And drink of peacefulness so pure and deep ? 

« 
Why, when the anthems of the streams are swelling. 

And the fresh blossoms odorous tribute yield : — 
When gales delicious of sweet buds are telling, 

That humbly blooming, bend in every field ? — 
Why should Man's heart no pure emotions cherish — 

Why should its reVerence and aftection die ; — 
When firagile birds and blossoms, bom to perish. 

Make glad the ehambers of the open sky ! 



NIGHT WINDS. 

BT H£NBT LAITCE. 

Thx rifted clouds are flying fiist 
Across the moonlit sky : 

They <tum their silver lining out' 
A moment on the eye. 

And then down to the ocean's run 
In wild disorder pan^ 



tM) RIGHT WIXDS. 

Aiid roll thor diick and Uack'kiiiig fbl 

Into one migfaty maas. 
A an^ flUr is bright abore : 

How BuH it gunmen ibrtlv 
While tiie tek spirit of the gale 

Sweeps from ihe frozen novth ! 



Tbeie is a music m the 

How 8a% on the soul, 
Like tidings from another sphere,. 

Iti tones of wildness roll ; 
The mshing of die tekopesCs wmg» 

Along die altered eardi. 
To wfaat'mysterions i^mpalhies 

And padnoBB it gives binh ! 
As if It stripped die lonely heart 

Of all its eardily ties, 
And bade it hold commttniiHi witb 

Hie qpirits c^the dues ! 

The mournftd music of the wind 

At midnight's stiU profound, 
What buried thoughts and &ded hope 

Awaken at its sound t 
The golden rifflons of the past, 

Now doubly bri^ to view — 
Hie dreams of glory and of fame, 

We deemed would once be true ! 
They 're gone — the ^ded colorings 

Of youdi's nn^aded day — 
And ckmds instead of sunbeams fidi 

Around our lonely way ! 
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THE LAST REQUEST. 

BT B. B» THATCHXIU 

Bumr me' by the Oceati's side— - 
D give me a grave on the verge of the deep, 

Where the noble tide, 
When the fiea-gales blow, my marble inity sweep— 

And the glistering surf 

Shall borst on tny tur( 
And bathe my cold bosom in death as I sleep! 

Bury me by the sea--* 
That the vesper at eve-faU may ring o'er my grave, 

Like the hymn of the bee, 
Or the hum of the shell in the «]ent wave! 

Or an anthem-roar 

ShaU be beat on the shore 
By the storm ai^d the surge, like a inarch of tlie 
brayel 

Bury ifieV the d^ 
Where a living fbotstep never may tread — 

And oome not to weep — 
O wake not with sorrow the dream of the dead ! 

But leave me the durge 

Of the breaking suige, 
And the silaiit tears of the.sea on my head I 



And grave no Parian 
Purple no tutf for the heaiilesi tomb— . 

i 



AM STANZAi. 

Dayiofmyyouth, 

I wish not your recalls 
Hairs of my youth, 

I'm coDi^t ye should fiUl i 
Eyes of my youth^ 

You miich evil have jwen t 
Cheeks of my youth, 

Bathed in tears* have you been t 
Thoughts of my youth, - 

You have led me astray t 
Strength of my youth, 

Why lament your-decay ? 

Days of my age, 

Ye will shortly be past: 
Pains of my age, . 

Yet awhile can ye last: 
Joys of my age, 

In true vnsdom detighti 
Eyes of my age, 

Bereligitmyourlifl^t: . 
Thoughts <^my age. 

Dread ye not the cold sod: 
Hopes <^my age, 

Be y e iized on your Gk>d» 



TBK LOST AT SEA, 
THE LOST AT S£A. 

ftT J. O. AOCKWXLL. 

Wiirx, who in thy deep ddvotioH 

Puttest up a prayer fi>r one, 
Sftiling on the stoi'my ocean, 

Hope no more— his course Is dbne. 
Dream not, when upon thy pillow, 

That he dumhers by thy ride ; 
For his corse beneath the billow 

Heaveth with the resdeflB tide. 

Children, who as sweet flowers growtBg, 

Laugh amidst thd sorrowing raiii% 
Know ye many clouds are Growing 

Shadows on your sire's reniiiiifeB? 
Where the hoarse gray surge is rolKng^ 

VnHh. a mountain's motion to. 
Bream ye that its voice is tolling 

For your tidier lost and fdne ? 

When the sun looked on the water, 

As a hero on his grave, 
Tinging with the hue of slau^ter 

Every blue iknd leaping wate^ 
Under the majestic ocean. 

Where the giant currents rolled^ 
Slept thy sire without emotion 

Sweetly by ft beam of gold. 
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THE LOST AT SEA. 

And the violet minbeams slaotedy 

WaTering through the crystal deep^ 
Till their wonted splendors haunted 

Those 9hiit eyelids in their sleep. 
Sands, like crumbled silver gleaming 

Sparkled through his raven hair; 
But the sleep that knows no dreaming^ 

Bound him in its silence there. 

So we left him ; and to tell thee 

Of our sorrow imd thine o wn. 
Of the we that then befell thee 

Come we weary and alone. 
That thine eye is quickly shaded, 

That thy heart blood wildly flows^ 
That thy cheek's clear hue is feded, 

Are the firuits of thJbse new woesL 

Children whose meek eyes inquiring 

Linger on your mother's &ce| 
Know ye that she is expiring, 

That ye are an orphan race ? 
God be with you on the monrow, 

Father, mother-r-both no more; 
One within a grave of sorrow, 

(Hie upon the opean's floor ! 
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RETURNING A STOLEN RING. 

BT C. SHERRT. 

Wbli., lady, take again the ring, 
To deck that lily hand of thine, 
And with it take, the gift I bring. 
To lay on beauty's golden shrine. 

With every joy and pleasure gay, 
May aU thine hours roll swift along. 
And life in beauty glide away, 
Like the rich cadence of a song. 

May friendship shed its gentle rays, 
To make the path before thee bright ; 
And k>Te serenely gild thy days, 
With a more deep and brilliant light 

And in that fiitui-e happy time. 
Thine earlier friends perchance forgot, 
Say wilt thou read this careless rhyme, 
And him who wrote remember not ? 

Remember not! and can it be 
That joyous memories ever die ? 
That all my heart can ftel for thti 



22^ tOVE AND FEIENDSRIP^ 

' Ay, it. is written on our lot, 
That let 00 Taried, dark and strangei 
To meet, to pass and be forgot, 
In painfid and perpetual Changeu 

But daeh this idle gloom away, 
And be. again^ the gay and firc»; 
Thou must not to thy dying day. 
Forget this stolen ring and me ! 
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LOVl: AND FRIENPSHIlP. 

I 

BT WILLIAM LEOGETT. 

The birds, when winter eihades the sky, 

Ply o'er the seas away, 
Where laughing isles in stoshine lie, 

And summer breezes play : 

And thus the friends that flutter near 
While fortune's sun is warm. 

Are stard^d if a cloud appear, 
And fly before the storm. 

Bat when fit>m winter's howling plaint 

Each other warbler 's past, 
Tbe litde 8i|ow bhd stjll remains^. 

AiHJ flhmiptf i^iil ibft MmI^ 



"'*. 
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Lore, like tinf 1M, whMi fnendrint^s iSbatmg 

With fortune's sun defNirt, 
Still liiigen with its diMrful 8oii|^ 

And nestle* on the heartr 
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STANZAS. 



9 

The Toice of Spring ! and Ma^ag Ikmfm 

Lean tremfoliog from thesr seats, 

Woomg from minbeams and ififom ritower* 

A free exchange of Sweets: 

Blitfae birds their matin notes prolong 

Among the cottage vines: 

And cottage children list the song — 

Sweet incense to sweet shrines ! 

Loth to depart, the sunny stream, 

Oil turning, glides away — 

All things of Paradise the dream 

To this dim spot convey. 

Hearts! which the sweet affections bind 

With nature's purest tie, 

Where bdpe and fitith «« deefplj liaAatdf 

Too deejay, soon to ditt^ 

Ye Ibivfc the seawm! fftn^B as 'figoty 

Untired the spirits plajf^ ' 

■■•■ ". ■.. V ;.?WW 
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990 STANZAS. 

'•S^Med, speed my bad^l life's langfaing seas 
Are not as false as feir' — 
The white .sail fill»--<x»ld blows the breeze 
And rocks have darkened &erei 

The voice of Autumn 1 earth receives 

The summons of. decay : — 

Rusding around, the yellow leaves 

Bestrew the wanderer's way. 

No bkx>m or balm to 4cheer the hours ^ 

The blithe bird ongs no mo^^ 

Hoarse brawls 4he stream in forest bowVs^ 

That murmured sweet before-: 

Through the black Woodland, dim and pals 

The dying hills af^ar ; 

And harkJ the moaning mght-^/nnds wail 

The requiem of the year i 

Hearts ! where misfortune has ef&ced 

The sunrise beams of youth.; 

And cold experience truly traced, 

^£2arth is no home for truth ;' 

Fame, fiiendsbipf pleasure — ^vainly bou^t-^ 

Love— wasted to a sigh — . 

Bark ni|^t desdending — ere ye thought 

The gentle evening nigh : 

What hope remains? 4oiie Autumn^ smils 

To mourners kindljnren^r 

Wasted ipA cbang||mr4i ^whBe.-* 
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mGHT. 931 



NiGHT. . 

BT F. S. KCKARD. 



Night ! aoliUify night I 
Sleep on the weavy, pleasant dreaio» for wo^ 
On the worn heart a ^shneis and delifht, 

Dost thou bestow : 

Birds on the riieltering nest. 
Young flowers unfi>lded to the dewy air, 
And thought ascending to the worlds of rest^ 

Thy sway declare. 

With thee a shadowy band. 
Rise like remembered music on cor ears; 
And vanished hope, whose arch of promise spannsd 

The coming years;. 

Night ! solitary i^t I 
Bards of undying ftme and power are thine,. 
Shedding rich gleams of intellectual -li^ 

Around thy shrine : 

Oh, how wert thou adoradi 
When the C!haldean read thy jhright amy, 
And science through the starry maze eiplored 

Her radiant way ! 

Awak'nerofhightbonght; . 
And passion struggling ^Hth the solid storth! 



TO A FSXEKIL 

By thee mankind are eloquently taught 
Their primal worth, f 

Night ! Botitary night ! 
Iniraortal {Migea, glowing wkli deep *eng, 
And minds inspired eutwini^g hauHUD flij^. 

To thee belong! 



TO A FRIEWa 

Farewell! perchance we meet no poon 

Upoa this dreeiy earth ; 
Fill up! for parting hours diQuld be 

The tenipest-tinie of mirth; 
Too soon they '11 pass, and weariiu 

Cling to this heart and tiiiiie-* 
€o let us tuige the coming cloud 

With the rosy flash of wine. 

Thou just t)ne ! in thy q^irit 

The ancient apfarit bums ; 
Its truth, its eoonge, and its ftith 

Beam from thine eye by turns; 
I threw me on thy trusting breast 

And starts the unbidden tear — 
A tribute on the unsullied shrine 

Of thy afiectioo here. { 

i 
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They told theo I was Btem and cold. 

And bade thee tiim away 
From one by his owu feeling" doomed 

To wither and decay — 
Fools ! litde know they that the heart 

Now tlirof)bing 'gainst thine own 
Resigns its ciiadd to pride — 

To tendeitiess its (krant. 

Fill up f and when the golden y^rsoso 

Touches the sparklmg brim, 
We H drink the memoiy of that star 

Whose hght grew early dim ; 
Our friend — our brother — he who 

On the far Indian shore — 
His cheerful smile and manly song 

Can gkfdden us no more^ . 

Peace to his ashes.t o'er his grave 

The screaming sea-bird wheels f 
The nlver wave, with timid step. 

To kiss its bosom steals, 
The spicy winds moan over it 

A sadly musk^al strain 

Dut fill ! here 's the name of Mills 

Once more—again ■mfcir 



Alas, alasy that Memobt 

Should be still in love with Wo ; 
That her brigfatesc glances linger 

On tite dreariest mots below; 



t 



Mi THS BIL1ET.DO0X. 

Lode <m her storied mUet — 
The page thy aoul ie vwe » ■ 

IXttfa it tell ofBtorm or Bunsbine? 
Of smiles or bioer teats? 

l^^reweU ! perchance we meet no mqie 

Upon this dreaiy earth ) 
9Pill up ! for partiDg hours should be 

The tempest- time of mirth; 
Be there one word for a talisman 

Fore 'er 'twixt thee and me — 
A tipell to conjure pleasant dreaauh- 

That word is * Constancy.' 



W wii«*>»«<««»iW 



THE BILLET-DOtTX. 

In ages long past, when the Papfaian bower 
Was dear to the Graces, and aacred to Love, 

With wings like a asephyf's, from flswer to ikniVi 
There moved in its shadows a'beautiftil dovSi 

And over the pillow of CufHd was heord 

At mom and -m, evening ike song 



I 



But Cupid, mholUi, ftointhe side ef his jnodis^ 
To rove with lanthe and play with her hair, 

OommitttDg one negligence after another. 
Was baniihed a season fixHn Paphoo the fiur. 

^Temptationafoid ! '<oried the goddeas — ^Loiahetft 

And ied, but lanlhe protected hiihiid« I 
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With fteason to tutor him into his duty, 

His piuDsage alfcUpped^ (fi>r he strove to befree^) 
They carried him for from the.b«wer of beiti^, 

To where a dark idland aro^e on the ae&i 
LoTe ¥rapt, for no longeri to soothe hkn, he heard 
lanthe'a soft voice or the aoag of h^ bird. 

One ere, as* they gnzed on the day that was dyings 

From the weBteni paviiiona of crimson and blue. 

The silver-wmged dove through the sunset owue 

flying, 
And bo]:e from lanthe a l^d biUet<loux. 

Both snatclied at the darhng, but said not a word. 

While Love got the letter,, and Reason the bird« 
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SONG. 

7 IS the smon of tender delight, 

The season of fresb<'^)ringiDg floweiv ^ 
The green eardi is Covered with spteg^ of tvhil^*' 

^ nd Love leads the rapturous hours. 
( . .^u Nature is loud in her tl|Bi|MMt of pleasure^ 

The valleys and mountailwflbeeho her lay ; 

'A i.e rol)in now warbles his lovcbreathing measure^ 

And scatters the blossoms while tilting the spray# 

One impulse of tenderness thrills thro' the groves^ 

While the birds carol sweetly their innocent lovei» 



I'he Westwind ! how mildly he bk>wa^ 

What fragrance his light pinions bear — 
He breathes, as if fearful to bmah from the rose 

The dew-drops eo tremulous there^ 
The brook flowing softly among the green cressefl. 

So lightsomely dashes their branches away, 
It seems some fond mother who while she caressei^ 

Would sportflilly . chide her young children at 
play. 
Hear the raiDStre^bee lulling the blossoms to mtf 
For the nectar he sips as the wild-flowen guest! 

Look out then on -Nature, awhile ; 

Observe her inviting- thee nfrw, — 
Benevolence beams in her sunshiny smUe, 

And blandishment sits on her brow ; — 
Come stray with me, love, where the feuntains m 
flowing, 

And wild-flowers cluster to drink of the stream; 
While watching the IHy and dafibdil bk>win^ 

No moment of bliss shall so ezquiste seem. 
When Nature invites thee, oh why then ddkyt 
While jqy 10 still waking, awt^ ! lore^ awigr ! 



» 
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THE ANNOYERL 

BT IT. P. WlLLISw 

Love knowech eveiy fi>jrBft of air^ - 

And every shape of earth, 
And cornea unbkbdeh, every; where^ 

Like thought's mysterioua birth. 
The moon-lit sea and the sunset sky 

Are written with Love's words, . 
And you hear his voice unceasin^y,, 

Like song in the time of birds. 

He peeps into the wamor'li heart 

From the tip of a stooping plume. 
And the serried spears ond the mao^ meik 

May not deny him room. 
He 'U come to his tent in the weary night,. 

And be busy in his dream ; 
And he '11 float to his eye in the morning lighl^ 

Like a ray on a silver beam. 

He hears the sound of the hunter's gun, 

And rides on the echo back, 
And sighs in his ear like a stining lea^ 

And flits in his woodland traek,. 
The shade of the wood and ihe sheen of the rivei^ 

The cloud and the open sky — 
He wili haunt them all with his subtle quiver^ 

Like the light of your \ery eye. 



2JJ8 THE ANNOrER, 

The iiidier hangs over the leaning boaft^ 

And ponilen the mlver «ea, 
For Love is under the surface hid, 

And a spell of thoughts has he. 
He heaves the wavea like a bosomaweet, 

And speaks in the ripple low, 
TiU thehait is gone fh>m the crafty line, 

And the hook hangs hare below. 

He Murs the print of the scholar's book, 

And intrudes in the maiden's pniyar : 
And profiines the cell of the koly man, 

In the shape of a lady fair. 
In the daikest nigbt and'^e bright dayli^^ 

In earth and aea and sky, 
In every tipme of th<» human thougiit| 

Will Love be lurking nigh. 
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THE CORAL GROVE.— 

BT J. e. PERCITAL. 

Bkep in the iieave is a Coral grove, 
Where the purple mullet, and gold-fish rove, 
Where the sea-flower spreads its leaves of blue. 
That never are wet with fiilliikg dew, 
But in bri^t and changeful beauty shine, 
Far down in the green and glassy brine. 
The floor is of sand, like the mountain drift, 

And the pearl-^ells spangle the flinty snow ; 
Fronfi coral rocks the sea-plants lift 

Their boughs, where the tides and bUlows flow ; 
The water is calm and still below, 

For the winds and waves are absent there. 
And the sands are bright as the stars that glow 

In the motionless fields of upper air: 
There with its waving blade of green, 

The sea^fiag streams through the sHent water, 
And the crimson lenf of tlie dulse is seen 

To blush, like a banner bathed in slaughter : 
There with a light and easy motion, 

The fan-coral sweeps through the clear deep sea ; 
And the yellow and scarlet tufls of ocean 

Are benduig like com on the upland lea. 
And life, in rare and beantifiil fbrms, 

Li sporting amid those bowers of stone, 
And u nfe, when the wrathflil spirit of stormii^ 



tNO WE MEBT AGAIN. 

And when the flhip from his fury fliea^ 

Where the myiiMl Toicei of ocean roar, 
When the wuid-god frowns in the murky skiefly 

And dtemons are waiting the wreck on shore; 
Then far below in the peaceful sea. 

The purple mullet, aodgold-fish rove, 
Where the watere munnur tranquilly. 

Through the bending twigs of the coral grofe. 



WE MEET AGAIN- 

BT t^SOBCE LUlfT. 

Wx meet again — there is no power 
To blot the joy of this glad hour ; 
But oft as on her welcome wings 
The hush of happy eventide brings 
The mellow notes that tune the brake^ 
The ^ow that smooths the burnished hike,— 
Will memory bring — oh, not in vdn,— 
This sweet farewell, — ^we meet again. 

We meet again:— those locks that flow 
O'er the broad dreamy brow below,<*-» 
The glory of that tshastened eye, 
Those love^wreathed lips,-«>this heartftlt ti^ 
The tokens of this hour of bliss^-^ 
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8wear ibr me that I will not stain 
This pure fiurewell,— >we meet again. 

We meet again,-Hio lonely spot 
Can hide where you may be forgot,—- 
For I will mock at fear and harm, 
At midnight spell and secret charm, 
And tread its inmost mazes through 
To bare my faithful heart to you ; — 
You may not doubt this maddening bmUf 
This wild &rewelt-^we meet again« 



THE SPIRIT OF THE AIIL 

BT 3. e. FSKCITAL. 

1 AM the spirit of the yiewle9i air, 
Upon the reding clouds I plant my throne, 
1 move serenely, when the fleet winds bear 
Jkly palace in its flight, fi-om zone to zone ; 
High on the mountain top I sit alone, 
Shrouding behind a veil of night my fiirm. 
And when the trumpet of assault has bIown« 
nreer upon the pinions of the storm; 
B^ me the gales of morning sweetly Uow, 
Waving, along die bank, die beading flowers; 
^ ie at my touch, the cloi^ dissolving flow, 
Wlten flitting o'er the sky, in silent showers ; 
K flBiA te hNMb M pliijr aaiaiig tkt MfWiii^ 

fi 
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And cvQcl the light-green ripples on the lake; 
I call the sea-wind in the Alltry houf^ 
And all his tf^n of gentle airs awake ; 
I lead the zephyr on the dewy lawn 
To gather up the pearls that speck it 6*ef, 
And when the coOhiess of the niglft has gbn^ 
I send it, where the willbws crown die shore j 
I sit within the circle of the moon, 
When the fair planet smiles, and brightly tbi 
Around the radiance of her clearest noon, 
Till every cloud, that passes by her, glowS) 
When folds of fleety vapor hang the sky. 
Borne on the night- vind, through the silent aii 
And as they float, the scars seem rushing by. 
And the moon glides away in glory there ; 
I lead the wild fowl^ when his untried Wing 
Boldly ascends t)ie vernal arch of blue, 
Before him on his airy path I fl^ng 
A magic light, that safely guides liim through] 
When lost in distant haze, I send his cry^ 
Floating in mellow tones along the wind, 
Then like a speck of light he hurries by, 
And hills, andf woods, and lakes are left behini 
When clouds are gathering) or when whirlw 

blow, 
When Heaven is dark with storms, or brigfady 
Where'er the viewless waves of ether flow, 
Cahui or in tempest colling^ I am there. 
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CALM AT SEA. 

BT J. 0. PEECIVAL. 

The night m clear. 

The sky is fair, 

The waye is resdng on the ocean ; 

And &r and near 

The silent air 

Just lifts the flag with fiuntest motion. 

There is no gale 

To fill the sail. 

No wind to heave the curling billow ; 

The streamers droop, 

And trembling stoop, 

Like boughs, that crown the weeping wiUow. 

From off the shore ^ 

Is heard the roar 

Of waves in softest motion rolling ; 

The twinkling stars, 

And whispering airs 

Are all to peace the heart controlling. 

The moon is bright, 

Her ring of light. 

In silver, pales thd blue of HesveOt 

Or tints with gold, ^ 

Where lightly rented. 

Like fleecy snow, the rack is drivw. 
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%f^ GREECE. 

How calm and clear 

The silent air! 

How smooth aod;BtiU the ghuMj ocean ! 

While stars above 

Seem lamps of We, 

To light the temple of devotioik 



BT J. O. BROOKS. 

1882. 

LjLin> of the bpwvA ! wlsi^re^ Ue inun^ 
The shrouded forms of mortal clay. 
In whom the fire of yaV>r bum^d 
And blazed upon the hatjtle's fira^ : 
Land, where the gallant Spartan few 
Bled at Thermopylee of yore, 
When death his purple garment threw 
On Helle's consecrated shore ! 

Land of the Muse ! within thy bowers 
Her sgnl entrancing echo^ nmg. 
While on their course the rapid hourl 
Paused at the melody she sung>~ 
*nil every grove and every hiU, . 
And every stream that flowed along, 
From mom to nigh^repeated still 
The winning harmony of soog. 
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L&nd of dead heroes! living slaves! 
Shall glory gild thy clime no more ? 
Her banner float above fliy waves 
Where proudly it hath swept before ? 
Hath not remembrance then a charm 
To break the fetters and the chain, 
To bid thy children nerve the arm, 
And strike for fireedom once again? 

No ! coward soub ! the li^ht which shohtf 
On Leuctra's war-empurpled day, 
The light which beamed on Marathon, 
Hath lost its splendor, ceased to play ; 
And thou art but a shadow now. 
With helmet shattered — spear in ruat-^ 
Thy honor but a dream-nrnd thou 
Despised— degraded in the dust S 

Where sleeps the spirit, that of' old 
Dashed down to earth the Persian plunie^ 
When the loud chant of triumph told 
How fetal was the despot'^ doom? — 
The bold three hundred — where are they^ 
Who died on battle's gory breast? 
Tyrants have trampled on the clay, 
Where death has hushed them into 

Yet, Ida, yet upon thy hill 
A glory shines of ages fled ; 
And fiune her light is pouring still, 
Not on the livUig, but the detd ! 

21« 
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But *t 18 the dim sepulchral Ught, 
Which sheds a &int and feeble ray. 
As moon-beams on the brow of night, 
When tempests sweep upon their way. 

Greece ! yet awake thee from thy trana 
Behold thy banner waves afhr ; 
Behold the glittering weapons glance 
Along the gleaming front of war! 
A gallant chief, of higli emprize. 
Is urging foremost hi the field| 
Who calls upon thee to arise 
In might-^in majesty revealed* 

In vain m vain the hero calls-^ 
In vain he sounds the trumpet lotid] 
His banner totters-^eee ! it fitlls 
In ruin, Freedom's battle shroud : 
Thy children have no soul to dare 
Such deeds as glorified their sires; 
There valor 's but a meteor's glarei 
Which gleams a moment, and expires. 

Lost land ! where genius made his reign 
And reared his golden arch on high; 
Wh«« science raised her sacred ftne^ 
Its summits peering to the sky ; 
Upon thy clime the midnight deep 
Of ignorance hath brooded long^ 
And in the tomb, forgotten, sleep 
The sons of science and of song. 
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Thy fuin hath set — ^the eveDiBg storm 
Hath {Mtfded in giant fiiry by, 
To blast the beauty dfthy iotm, 
And spread ks pall upon tb€ sky ! 
Crone is thy glory's diadem, 
And freedom never more shall cease 
To pour her mournfbl requiem 
O^er blighted, lost, degraded Greece! 



SONO OF THE BEE. 

BT O^ C. WTMAir. 

Awat, aiimy, to the anxious flower 

That droops and pines for its truant bee ; 
With beauty renewed like the morning hour 

Twill wait for my coming with anxious glee* 
Ah little, but little, the rose-spirit dreams 

Of the last dear place of her wanderer's rest-*- 
Like the evening dew, in the raountmin streams, 

She would waste should I tell of the tulip's breast 
Away, away, for the earliest kiss 

Must be mine firom the freshest and sweetest roae ; 
Oh ! there's nought upon earth Vke the young bee^ 
bliss. 

When the morning rose-leaves over him cloae. 
Hid from the beam of his rival — Sun, 

Couched in the bosom of beauty's flower, 
He rests, till its choicest treasures are won, 

From the scorching ray or the drenching shower 
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TO A LADY, WITH A WITHERED LEA) 

BT W. 6. CROSBT. 

What offerings cob the minstrel brings 

To cast upon affection's ihrine ? 
T was bard thy magier spell to fling 

0*er the fond heart already thine f 

Thou wouldst not prize the glittering gpeai^ 
Thou wouldst but cast the peaH away ^ 

For thine is now a diadem, 
Of lustre brighter &r than they. 

I will not bring the spring-tide flowers- 
Reposing on its gentle leaf f 

Its memory lives but for an hour — 
I would not (kine should be as brief- 

My heart ! — but that has long been 
'T were but a worthless offering f 

The ruin of a rifled shrine, 
A flower that fast is witheringr 

jy^ song ! — \ is but a moumflil straiiv 
So deep in sorrow's mantle cliad. 

E'en echo will not wake again 
The music of a strain so sad* 

A withered Uqf! — nay, scorn it not» 
Nor dMm it all unworthy thea ; 
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% grow upon a hallowed qpot, 
And SBcred is Hs memoiy. 

I plucked it from a lonely bough, 
That hung above my motha's gravcj 

And fek, e'en then, that none but thou 
Could'st prize the^ifl affection gave. 

She &ded with the flowere of'^ring, 
That o'er her lifeless form were cast, — 

And when I plucked this faded thing, 
T was shivering in the autumn blast 

n? was the laift one ! — all — all were gone. 

They bloomed not where the yew trees wave ; 

This leaf and I were left alone. 

Pale watchers o'er my mother's grave. 

I maiked it, when full oft I soiight 

That spot so dear to memory ; 
I loved it— for I fondly thought, 

It lingered there to mourn with me ! 

I Ve moistened it with many a tear, 
I 've hallowed it with many a prayer : 

And while this bursting heart was clear 
From guilf 8 dark stain, I shrined it there. 

Now, lady, now the gift is thine ! 

O, guard it with a vestal's care*; 
Make but thine angel heart its shrine. 

And I will kneel and worship there I 
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THE LYRE. 

There was a Lyre, ^is said, that bung- 
High waving in the summer m ; 
An angel hand its chord liad strung, 

And left to breathe its music there. 
Each wandering breeze, that o'er it flew^ 

Awoke a wilder, sweeter strain,. 
Than ever shell of Mennaid blew 

In coral grottoes of the main. 
When, springing from the rose's bel^ 

Where all night he had sweetly slept, 
The zephyr left the flowery dell 

Bright with the tears, that morning wepi„ 
He rose, and o'er the trembling lyre, 

Waved lightly his soft azure wing-; 
What touch such music could inspbno ! 

What harp such lays of joy could sing t 
The murmurs of the shaded rills^ 

The birds, that sweetly warbled by. 
And the soft echo from the hills, 

Were heard not where that harp wis nigh* 
When the last Ught of fading day 

Along the bosom of the west. 
In colors softly mingled lay, 

While night had darkened all the 
Then, softer than that fiiding light, 

And sweeter than the lay, that rung 
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tU- through the silence of the night, 
As solemn Philo nwl a floog, 
hat harp its plaintive nmrmurs sighed 
Along the dewy breeze of even ; 
> clear and soft they swelled and died, 
They seemed the echoed songs of heaven, 
imetimes, when all the air was still, 
And not the poplar^ foliage trembled, 
bat harp was mghliy heard to thrill 
With tones, no earthly tones resembled, 
ad then, upon the moon's pale beams. 
Unearthly forms were seen to stray, 
''hose starry pinions' trembling gleams 
Would oft around tlie wild harp play, 
it soon the bloom of summer fled — 
In earth and air it shone no more ; 
ach flower and leaf fell pale and dead. 
While skies their wintry sternness wore, 
ne day, loud blew the northern blast — 
The tempest's fury raged along — 
h ! for some angels, as they passed. 
To shield the harp of heavenly song ! 
shrieked — how could it bear the touch. 
The cold rude touch of such a storm, 
/lien e'en the zephyr seemed too much 
Sometimes, though always light and warm, 
loudly shrieked-^ut ah ! in vain — 
The savage wind more fiercely blew; 
nee iiioi»^it never shrieked again^ 

Fv #v«jr 4tefd WM ttm to tw^ 
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It never thrilled with angi^ Mmnt 

Though hesteoby the wildest blast f 
The pang, that thus its bosom tore, 

Was dreadful—but k was the last. 
And though the smiles of summer played 

Gently upon its shattered form, 
And the Hght zephyrs o'er it strayed, 

That lyre they could not wake or waniL. 



MO. 



■ t 






\. 



i 



f 



\ 



^.y 



"1 



i' .*■ 



. : . U^ -'V' :u. .:£i 






* -' ■ 



* . <. 



VfV. 



\ 



u 



I 



BW YORK PUBLIC LIBRA 
BFBRBNGB DEPARTMENT 



is under no oiroumstonoes to 
aken from the Building 



-V 



m^^m^sss^: 



I 



> 



